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Put your faith in God - 
but firstly, tether your camel. 


Moslem Proverb 
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CooL SHADOWS 


“If you pick it up, the forest chameleon will play dead. 
Lustreless, lifeless... something no one would think of 
eating.” 


The Great Book of Lizardry 


I’m usually sunning myself on a rock, stretched out on a ledge, 
hunkered down on a cliff-face, relaxing and rapt in thought, 
in the cool shadows of a dip in the ground; I could be darting 
beneath the dolmens or asleep underneath an engraved head- 
stone. Sometimes I wake beneath a crumbling stone wall and 
the sheep and the goats look at me nonplussed, some irrelevant 
thing they have just happened to come across. Or a daddy-long- 
legs. A snail. 


As Ibn Al Fukhari said: 


“The mind is a desert 

without an oasis. 

Stare long enough into the camel’s eye 
and learn to cross the sandy wastes 

of your own existence. 


Whatever you’re chewing 
chew with the camel. 
Mimic his mild munching. 
Your doubts 

Your problems 

Will become totally fluid.” 
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Our bodily hair is trimmed for us here. That is the first thing 
they do upon our arrival. To give them their dues, they are rea- 
sonably discreet about this side of things, apologetic almost. 
We are all handed out our tablets then — a pink tablet before 
breakfast, a blue one just after lunch, another pink one around 
tea-time or when you are on an empty stomach; anytime it suits 
really. These tablets are to soften the voice, you understand: 


As Ibn Al Fukhari said: 


“T once came across a hoatzin, 
a tropical bird, 

it smells. 

It wouldn’t be a hoatzin 

if it didn’t smell.” 


It is very important to be on time for the lectures. Punctuality 
demonstrates an esprit de corps. The morning lecture is titled 
something like: “The reason we are here”: 

“The reason we are here is so that we can gain knowledge of 
ourselves. Isn’t it? Some of you came here of your own volition. 
Some others of you enthusiastically embraced the good advice 
given to you by a parent, an employer, a husband, a wife, or a 
doctor. You are not criminals. You are not sinners. You are not 
nutcases; otherwise you wouldn’t be here. Many of you do not 
accept that you are descended from apes; yet you do not fully 
understand that these ape-like qualities appear to exist and are 
always attempting to break through — though they are not, of 
course, inherent to your nature at all, as you well know. You 
all have one thing in common and that is...what is it do you 
think?” 

Silence. 

“You!” 

“We are all human beings?” 

“Yes, but what is a human being exactly? What brought you 
to the The Institute of Lizardry? The one thing which you all 
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share is the fact that you believe you always had some element 
of the ape left in you, isn’t it? All of this thinking is a result of 
Darwinian propaganda. Isn’t it?” 

AY ESiat 


the powder 
of a moth’s wing - 
not a tasty lunch 


“No pair of you is the same, of course...not yet anyway. We 
recognize the main acquired traits of the ape by the sound of 
your voice, by your body-hair, by your mannerisms, coupling, 
eating, and how each of these factors affects your thinking 
processes and behaviour. Here, you will learn the noble Path 
of the Lizard and look, haven’t we made astounding progress 
already given that both the Department of Health and the major 
health insurance companies already recognize our programme 
— so that this therapy doesn’t cost anybody a red cent! There 
are advanced courses for which we charge a fee — all in a good 
cause! We now have conclusive proof that each and every one of 
us is originally descended from the lizard. And take it from me 
— you don’t need to accept this “new theory” — (or fact, I should 
say) — on your very first day, in a week, or month. In fact, some 
of us will spend the rest of our lives coming to terms with this 
revolutionary fact and its implications for the society we live 
in. In a way, it doesn’t matter when you actually come to a full 
understanding of your true nature. You have already made a 
start here; you have taken the first step. We are all the one here 
now in so far as we all have the same aim in mind — i.e. to be 
safe and healthy. And to survive. Any question? No? Let us all 
stand so and recite the Prayer of the Lizard...” 
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As Ibn Al Fukhari said: 


“The lithophyte 

is a plant that grows on stone. 
How can anything 

grow on stone? 


Consider those Celtic monks, 
on a rock over the Atlantic waves 
known as Sceilg Mhichil. 


How their minds must have expanded 
in cosmic devotion 


or those early Desert Fathers 


Rishis 
in Himalayan caves... 


how soft and plump — 

like a Bavarian bar-maid — 
our furniture 

sofas 

beds 


settees. 


Go! Lie on a large slab 

of lichen-flecked granite 

in some deserted graveyard 
stark naked on a balmy day 


Reconnect your spine. 
Become a lithophyte, 
That which grows on stone.” 
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We all stood together and held hands while reciting the prayer. 
“Oh God, if You exist, please direct us towards our true lizard- 
nature in order that we may slither our way through this Vale of 
Tears without doing harm to ourselves or others. Like the Jesus 
Lizard, may we learn to walk on water...” 

These words are taken from the Great Book of Lizardry, a 
passage of which is read at the end of every meal. Everybody 
has to do a turn as reader. Which passage you choose to read is 
up to you; it depends on your own individual circumstances — 
even if indirectly so — or on the needs of the group as a whole. 
The Great Book of Lizardry is a confession book which two 
anonymous Americans wrote in the late 1990s, that fin de siécle 
era just after the frogs disappeared — when the prescient amongst 
us realized that we had to make radical changes to our way of 
life, turn our lives inside out, upside down, if the evolution and 
life of every living species on the planet was to survive at all. 


As Ibn Al Fukhari said: 


“We are the first generation 

to eat hybrids on a universal scale. 

We consume sterility 

and are consumed by it. 

Seed companies wish us to buy seed 

year after year — 

nothing is reproducing itself! 

You wonder that sperm counts have fallen?” 


The excerpt from the Great Book which I decided to read was 
the following: 

“We recognized that there was a false link — a chimera really 
— between many of the things around us and so-called ape-ism 
— the appearance and habits of the ape. Take the banana itself 
as an example. Not only did we stop eating bananas; we even 
stopped thinking about them. Let us now pray for the dead — 
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from both sides — who were killed in the War of the Bananas. 
That we may never again see a year of massacres...” 

A nurse sits at the table beside us and takes a mental note of 
all that goes on. “You read that out well,” she said. “Why did 
you select that particular passage from the book? It’s a while 
since anyone read out that bit.” 

“TI don’t know,” I reply shyly. “Every single page is better 
than the next.” 

“Yes indeed, there’s no question about that,” she says, fingering 
the butterfly-shaped brooch on the lapel of her blouse. 

“Were any or your relatives killed in the War, by any chance?” 
She was probing, gently. 

“No, none of them was killed.” 

“You put your heart and soul into that reading, I felt, and 
there is nothing wrong with that — at least, up to a certain point 
that is (if you get my drift). I felt that your reading that particular 
piece of text helped you in some way.” 

“It helped me a lot,” piped up one talkative client who was 
sitting next to me but who would soon regret that he was so 
quick to give his opinion. 

“I wasn’t talking to you!” the nurse said to him gruffly. 
Sometimes they have to put people in their place here and, boy, 
are they able to do that, when they want to. She turned her 
attention to me again; the tip of her little finger caressed the 
butterfly brooch’s wings once more. 

“Do you regularly find yourself thinking of bananas?” she 
asked, her eyes staring intently at mine. 

“All the time!” I replied. This was actually a lie. It was just 
that I knew that such thoughts could possibly present themselves 
at some point and that I could find myself tightly imprisoned 
again within a banana- mentality — one never knows. 

“T understand,” she said. She pressed a button on her pocket 
laptop and called up my personal details. 

“Take two of these pink tablets tonight, like a good man.” 
Then her eyebrows arched. 

“I don’t see any reference to a guru in your file. How 
come?” 
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“I’m trying to forget about him completely,” I said. This was 
another lie on my part. A lump came into my throat as I tried to 
conceal the sadness and respect I still felt for my Master. 

“His Holiness Ibn Al Fukhari, Nomad...” 

You'd think a thunderbolt had struck her, the way she 
reacted. 

“His Holiness!? Three of the pink tablets now tonight, like a 
good man. If your mind is in a daze or you can’t sleep, just call 
one of the night nurses... or, think of the Jesus Lizard, the one 
that walks on water.” 

“Oh yes, the Jesus Lizard. Good idea!” I answered with a 
balance of gaiety and solemnity. 

One hour of obligatory silence. The sound of scrubbing 
and polishing. Dishes being washed. Windows being wiped 
clean. The vacuuming of carpets. Ironing (or “smoothing” as 
it is referred to in the Institute of Lizardry — God know why). 
Analysis of the contents of the rubbish bins...etc. 


As Ibn Al Fukhari said: 


“Ah, there are billions of gods! 
I have heard of gods being used 
as therapeutic symbols — 
theotherapy they call it! 
Nothing is sacred anymore. 


Should we adore gods 
and revere their profits? 


If we must have a god 

let there be billions of them. 
Go talk to the minor gods 
who cannot afford mosques 
churches, temples, synagogues 
or assembly halls; 
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to the unknown gods 

the unemployed gods 

the undergods 

for theirs is the Kingdom of Heaven. 


If you really care for the world 
it is wiser to be an animist 
than a religionist. 


The animist sees the spirit 

the “god” 

even in such seemingly inanimate objects as a stone; 
in the desert sand. 


His relationship to the universe 

is a living, ongoing, exciting, interesting, 
compassionate, mutual friendship. 

Surrounded by so many gods one blooms overnight.” 


Another discussion in addition to further analysis of the 
rubbish at 11 am the following morning, as per usual. An open 
and frank discussion. All of the Institute’s clients and staff 
involved. 

“An important aspect of our therapy is the detailed analysis 
of yesterday’s rubbish. This is a symbolic practice, in many ways, 
but it is very important, nonetheless. Let the analysts stand up 
there now and give us their considered opinion, based on their 
detailed analysis of the rubbish,” says a voice from the edge of 
the room. It is a voice which I don’t recognize, but somebody 
tells me that it belongs to a son of one of the co-authors of the 
Great Book of Lizardry and that this same man has shares in 
all of the Institutes of Lizardry throughout the world. He is 
also the man who earns all the royalties: the Great Book of 
Lizardry has been translated into 289 languages so far, Braille 
and Esperanto included. 

Analyst A stood up first: “There was a good deal of rubbish 
left from yesterday, more than usual. My opinion is that some 
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of us are still a bit lax in these matters. A pink tablet was found 
in the vacuum cleaner bag...” 

We all looked at one another in surprise, our eyes moving 
from one person to the next. Who was the guilty one? One 
could get the smell of cold sweat in the room. After a long 
silence, one of the counsellors put his hand to his ear and felt 
his earring — which was in the shape of a wasp. “A pink tablet. 
In the vacuum cleaner bag!” 

“You’ve told half the world already!” I felt like saying but 
I kept my gob shut. “What was that you were saying?” said 
the counsellor, a woman who was now glaring at me. I let on 
that I hadn’t heard her but she kept staring at me nonetheless. 
“Nothing counsellor.” She turned her attention then to the 
others in the room. 

“A pink tablet”, she says, “in the dust-bag of the vacuum 
cleaner?” — her voice was dripping with sarcasm. “That won’t 
do much good for the vacuum cleaner.” A nervous titter then 
from an anxious client. The counsellor puts his finger to his 
earring again and the laugh dies as quickly as it began. 

“No, and it won’t do any good for the client who lost that 
tablet either — if lose it he did, that is — and then didn’t report it. 
You are all adults at the end of the day. Whoever lost that tablet, 
let him say it out straight — right now and in all honesty.” 

Nobody stirred. I hadn’t lost it — of that I was certain - and 
yet I felt my hand rising over my head in spite of myself. 

“Say it straight out!” said the counsellor in a hollow voice. 


As Ibn Al Fukhari said: 


Let each day be a shipwreck 

in which all possessions take their leave 
all attachments and identities 

your family 

your passpott... 
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Strip! 

Yes, that designer tie too! 
Strip off all encumbrances 
Including me, if I’m one. 

Let the waves carry you 
ever onwards 

towards the unknown shore. 


Now, how do you know what time it is? 

You have lost your Swiss watch. 

How many coconuts on those trees? 

You no longer have your Japanese calculator. 
What’s the weather going to be like? 

No tv. 

The tides? No morning newspaper. 


Footprints! Is the island inhabited? 

You do not speak their language. 

Be shipwrecked, if only for a fraction 

of a second, each day, 

or, believe me, 

you will never reach that distant unknowable shore... 


“It must have been me who lost it,” I said, rising to my feet 
sheepishly. 

Another counsellor broke into the conversation then; it was 
as if his intervention was synchronized somehow, as if, offstage, 
there was an invisible maestro conducting this particular 
orchestra. 

“Tt must have been you, you say? Could you not be a bit more 
definitive about it?” 

“l’m never too sure of anything in the morning,” I replied, 
and that was the truth. 

He took note of this — mentally, that is — and, for a moment, 
I thought I heard him utter the name of my Master under his 
breath. 


Io 
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The second Analyst of Rubbish was instructed to stand up 
then and give his considered opinion of the situation. 

“Tt was a right mixture,” said Analyst B. 

“A good-mixture or a bad-mixture?” one of the counsellors 
asked. 

Analyst B licked his lips and then chewed momentarily on 
his lower lip. 

“Tt was a good bad-mixture so. That’s probably the best way 
to put it.” 

The nervous client emitted a laugh. 

One of the counsellors put his finger to his earring, an earring 
in the shape of a woodcock and no other laugh came from the 
client — not that day, nor on any other. 

There was a grey silence, followed by a short break for tea 
(chamomile) and then a little stroll around the garden. I went 
for a short walk as instructed — myself and the nervous client 
who never laughed again that day nor on any other, ever again 
— accompanying one another. Our shadows pursued us, slow as 
snails, as we made our way around the garden. The shadows 
conversed with one another in their own feeble way. 

A jackdaw with a twig in its beak, a scatter of daisies 
dreaming of the midday sun, a lone cloud scudding in from the 
north. The crush of gravel beneath my feet, a bee in search of 
nectar for herself — or for the colony to which she belongs, to be 
more accurate about it. Suddenly the jackdaw dropped its twig 
and continued on with his strange, ungainly flight, regardless. 

“Did you ever think that it would be like this in here?” said 
the nervous client. 

“I don’t know what I thought. I had heard rumours 
beforehand, of course.” 

“Same here,” says he, his voice low, “although I didn’t believe 
them. I’ve half a mind to do a runner now.” 

“There’s nothing stopping you! This isn’t a prison, after all. 
Look, there’s the gate...” 

To tell you the truth, I felt like getting away from there myself 
by then. Make my escape. Become a wanderer and search out 
my Master again. 


It 
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“I know damned well that this isn’t a prison,” he said, his 
voice tormented and doubtful, “but, well — I suppose I should 
give it a chance...give myself a chance, don’t you think?” 
I shrugged my shoulders. 

“Tt’s not as if both of us aren’t here for a reason!” he said 

“That’s true. What brought you here anyway? I asked. 

“The job. I kicked a computer one day.” 

“Which guru did you have?” I asked. 

“Ned Ludd.” 

“T understand. You must have kicked more than one computer 
if you’re a Luddite!” 

“T’m no longer a Luddite!” Then he kicked a stone that was 
on the path in front of him. 

“T gave a good kicking to every single computer in that bloody 
place!” he said — his face turning slightly purple. 

“And how many computers was that altogether?” 

“472” 

“Mmm...what sort of a fit came over you?” 

“A fit of Ape-ism, I suppose. Or Luddism. What’s the 
difference? It’s all the same in the end anyway, isn’t it? You’re a 
follower of Fukhari, aren’t you?” 

“Yes...used to be...yes.” 

“What’s his attitude towards computers anyway?” 

“He doesn’t need them much, seeing as he’s out in the 
desert...” 

“And what about yourself? What brought you here to the 
Institute anyway?” 

I got the feeling that he knew the answer to this question 
already. 

“Nothing really...” I said, distractedly. 

“Nothing? Sure, isn’t that the very first sign of illness — to be 
in denial about it? I heard that you were growing hairs.” 

I took a deep sigh. 

“Yes...there was some bodily hair, on my chest.” 

“Under your armpits?” 

“Yeah, but...” 
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“But what?” Fire had invaded his eyes. “Mental smoothness, 
bodily smoothness. Isn’t that the goal?” 

“T suppose, although —” 

“Don’t be kidding yourself, will you!” 

He was in a rage with me by now, it seemed — or else, he was 
angry with himself — it was difficult to tell. 

“Come on!” he said, it’s time for group therapy!” 


As Ibn Al Fukhari said: 


“What do you know about your own face? 
Eastern physiognomy reveals a startling amount; 
the size of the ears 

the shape of the lobe 

the whites of the eyes 

the iris 

the nose 

the texture and hue of the skin 

various lines on the face — 

upper and lower lip 

teeth 

all can reveal one’s state of health 

one’s constitution. 

Stick out your tongue 

and I can guess how long you're going to live! 


But can we ever read 

into the full mystery 

of a human face? 

Vermeer’s girl reading a letter 

in the Staatliche Kunstsammlungen, Dresden, 
reveals a profile 

eyes down 

lips half open 

forehead bathed in a lovely light. 
Can we say anything definite 
about her personality 
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her kith and kin 

her past or future 
even her emotions 

as she reads the letter? 


Is she not as inscrutable 

as you, as me? 

We may guess, 

nothing to stop us from guessing. 
but we must be careful 

not to read too much 

into what we think we see. 


How madly keen the world is to prove its theories 

to establish the precise age of Vermeer’s girl 

to establish her virginity 

or otherwise 

to extrapolate the contents 

of that letter she reads so intently. 

Did not Yeats say: 

‘Tam looking for the face I had before the world was 
made!’ 

Now, that’s a face 


” 
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GROUP THERAPY 


“Does not the leaf lizard look like a dead leaf?” 
The Great Book of Lizardry 


Group therapy is held in the Living Museum of Lizardry. Berlin 
and Detroit aside, it is generally acknowledged that Dublin has 
the finest collection of lizards in the world. It has more than 
3000 species on display — the gecko, the chameleon, the iguana 
and the skink amongst them. Lizards from both the tropical 
and temperate climates. Various three-dimensional charts dis- 
play the relationships which exist between the lizard, the snake 
and — of course — homo sapiens. It is here that the most spec- 
tacular exhibits from the Triassic Age are kept — nearly 180 mil- 
lion years old. You’d see something of yourself in them alright. 
Another chart demonstrates examples of the various ignorant 
populations who used lizard-skin for the making of bags, wal- 
lets, shoes and the like. The Institute of Lizardry lists the com- 
pensation which was paid out to those peoples who gave up 
such barbaric practices. 

The difference between the lizard and the salamander is 
explained very clearly. They shape of their backs is very different 
— but more prominent than that again is the difference between 
their feet; the salamander has just four toes while the lizard 
has five! In Europe, you can find the lizard as far north as the 
Arctic Circle and as far southwards as Tierra del Fuego in South 
America. How universal! It is at home whether on an island 
or on the mainland; it makes no difference. You can find the 
lizard at sea level or as high as 17,750 feet above ground, in 
the Himalayas; at 16,500 feet in the Andes; at 9,850 feet in the 
Alps. 

Some are long and slender, others big and stumpy. Some 
burrow beneath the earth while others prefer to live amongst 
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the stones. Some of them can run fast on sand and even across 
the surface of the water. The Institute of Lizardry believes that 
we human beings will one day be able to do this again. 

Some are tree-climbers and can shimmy up a tree-trunk with 
the speed of the wind. The smallest species of them is the gecko 
known as the Sphaerodactylus that is only three-quarters of an 
inch in length, 1.9 cm. The Komodo monitor is the biggest one 
of the lot — 10 feet long, 3 metres. There is usually no obvious 
external physiological difference between the male and female 
lizard. (This aspect of the Institute of Lizardry’s teaching has 
been particularly influential at the beginning of the twenty-first 
century.) Some lizards are active during the day while others 
prefer the night. Others again prefer to come alive around 
twilight. It is a cold-blooded creature. The Institute of Lizardry 
is of the opinion that we human beings will be cold-blooded 
creatures, one fine day. 

Nearly every species of lizard can swim and some can even 
fly. There are others again which can swing or glide through the 
air in much the same way as the flying squirrel. Again, there is 
no reason why humans couldn’t be capable of this type of thing 
on some happy day. Both Mad Sweeney and Saint Joseph of 
Cupertino had the ability to levitate off the ground and their 
portraits hang on the walls of the Institute, along with a painting 
of Jesus Christ walking on the water. Indeed, the Insitute of 
Lizardry links all of the major religious and philosophical 
traditions — even atheism — within the concept that is termed 
‘dynamic syncretism’. 

The lizard uses its tongue to feel its way along the ground 
and familiarize itself with the entire environment. The Living 
Museum is well worth a visit: the liz is the biz, as the advertising 
jingle goes. 

On my way to the Institute’s group therapy, I meditated 
on the fate of the human being. Is there an inherent tendency 
towards repression or servitude at the heart of human nature —a 
necessity for restrictions and control? What else is the Institute 
of Lizardry if not a place where people with ape-like potential 
“voluntarily” imprison themselves? The words of the Chief 
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Psychiatrist after he examined me on the day I first entered the 
Institute came back to haunt me just then: 

“It may be that the appearance of your bodily hair is 
indicative of that mysterious and unstoppable process which 
is acquired ape-ism. We here are the experts so leave it to 
us if you will. Don’t worry your head about any of these 
physiological changes. We know what is good for you 
better than you do. Do you understand what I am saying?” 
“TI understand,” I said. Isn’t that the usual response to that 
particular question? 

I did understand him too although I didn’t actually agree 
with him. He didn’t ask me whether I agreed with him or not, 
however. It was just as well that he didn’t. 


As Ibn Al Fukhari said: 


“The camel has a reputation 

for obstinancy. 

Need this, however, be a negative characteristic? 
Does not a certain degree of obstinancy 
contribute to the achievements of saints, 
leaders, inventors, explorers? 


Those who doggedly pursue an artistic vision, 
who struggle for civil, cultural, religious rights 
do they not require 

more than a modicum of obstinancy, 

of sheer doggedness? 


Obstinancy has got a bad name. 

(The camel has a bad name) 

In his Moral Essays, Alexander Pope says: 
“An obstinate man does not hold opinions 
but they hold him.” 
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Of course! 

I have known obstinate people 

as well as obstinate camels 

that haven’t exactly endeared themselves to me. 
I do not love all mankind 

nor do I love all camelkind 

(nor do I feel I should). 

But I have in my time 

known obstinate people 

as well as certain obstinate camels 

that have truly appealed to me, 

who have amused, instructed or uplifted me 
in their different ways. 


Sometimes obstinacy is needlessly 

beaten out of a child 

as if an excess of will power 

and iron in the soul 

were a malady. 

Provided a minimum of other virtues are present 
there is no need to worry too much 

about an obstinate child...” 


One pale and sickly-looking client read out the Mission 
Statement for the group therapy session: 

“This group therapy session belongs to us and everything 
which we do and say here is for the benefit of our group. We 
promise each other and God — if God exists — that everything 
which is said or done in this session remains within the group 
and is always kept within the strictest confidence. . .” 

Silence. People stare at their shoes. Polishing them with their 
eyes. At the walls. In search of hairy black spiders. Some of 
the clients look at each other, the two counsellors watching us, 
watching each other. Watching, waiting, waiting for some sign, 
a revelation. 

Client X: “I miss my wife and children. I miss my friends. I 
miss. . .” The man shakes. He suppresses a cry. Is goirt iad na 
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deora a shiltear ach is goirte iad na deora nach siltear: ‘salty 
the tears that are shed, saltier those that remain in the head’. 
Isn’t that what they say? 

A fart. A yawn. Imionn an mbhéanfach 6 dhuine go duine 
mar a imionn an spideog 6 bhile go bile: ‘the yawn passes from 
you to me, as the robin flits from tree to tree’. Isn’t that what 
they say? Isn’t it? 

In the end, a female counsellor turns to Client X and she 
says: 

“Tt is entirely natural to miss your wife and children. Of 
course, we have a different definition for the word “natural”, 
don’t we? And I’d like if you could all now meditate on this 
definition for a moment. Have you considered properly why it 
is that you miss your family? Are those feelings, which you feel 
now, are they natural ones — as we define the word ‘natural’ 
here? Let us all think of a relative of ours for a moment and 
the particular relationship that we have with that person, the 
intimate connection that we feel with them. Feelings? Are these 
feelings ‘natural’ ones? 

I thought of my wife for a moment. I searched intensely within 
myself, reaching deep into the recesses of my inner being. Try 
as I might I could not access the level of my deepest feelings — 
whether natural or not — at all. What was happening to me? The 
counsellor spoke again to Client X: 

“Please describe the feelings that you currently have for the 
rest of us.” 

The client emitted a strange and forlorn noise, like the sound 
of a beetle you’d squash beneath your foot. 

“The way I read your situation is this. . .” says the counsellor, 
“it is self-pity that you are primarily feeling and this is a 
wayward direction for you to take. Would I be right about this 
supposition of mine?” 

It was obvious that Client X didn’t know where he stood or 
what his feelings were — or whether he was feeling anything at 
all. 

“T suppose so. . .” he says. 
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“Don’t let there be any “suppose” there at all!” she said, 
assuming complete control of the situation. Her claws were out 
now. 

Spor ar an gcois agus gan an chos ann, is gan d’anam sa 
chorp ach ar nos cur na habhann: ‘a spur on the foot but there’s 
no foot there, and the soul in your body is like foam, like air.’ 
Isn’t that what they say? 

“Complete and utter self-pity!” she said, her voice hard and 
merciless. “Do you think that the others — the rest of them who 
are outside these walls — have cowardly feelings such as anger? 
Or loneliness? Or joy? Why would you — or any of us — want 
to have any truck with — with that. . with that stupidity? It’s 
a chimera! Get a grip on yourself. Calm. A self-control that 
is cold and clinical. These are the traits which are required to 
function effectively in the 21st century! Do you give yourself up 
to this complete mastery of the emotions — so that you may be 
cool-headed, smooth, and completely imperturbable?” 

Client X has a look on his face indicating that he had done 
so. 

“How could your family possibly miss a half-animal — the 
likes of you?” 

She consulted her mini-computer and accessesd his file. 

“You were somebody who used to have a banana for breakfast 
— every single morning! Isn’t this so?” 

“T’ve always had a weakness for bananas, I’m afraid,” 
admitted X. The counsellor has a glance at the wall where a 
plaque hangs in memory of a former client of the Irish Institute 
of Lizardry, Ltd. who fell in the War of the Bananas (a war 
which occurred with the full approval the United Nations). A 
nod is as good as a wink to a blind man. Isn’t that what they 
say? 

Just the mention of bananas and J am salivating. “A banana 
for breakfast!” she shouts out sarcastically. “And you have all the 
appearances of it too! And what’s wrong with flies anyway?” 

“Nothing. . .” said Client X in reply. 

Tadhg understands Little Tadhg and Little Tadhg understands 
nothing. Isn’t that what they say? 
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The second counsellor breaks in now and it occurs to me that 
they have been playing this game of good cop/bad cop for six or 
seven years now; the stream of conversation flows so smoothly 
from her. “Thanks to the flyologists, there’s no lack of food 
here; nor is there any lack of variety. You all understand what 
is suitable and responsible nutrition by now. The extinction of 
the frogs — as a consequence of the damage which was done to 
the ozone layer and other environmental factors — that meant 
a huge increase in the fly population; at the same time, thanks 
to the Institutes of Lizardry in America, in Japan, in Germany 
and even in green Ireland herself, the scientists discovered an 
enormous variety of ways to cook, process and package a range 
of flies and other insects. Could there be any of us at this stage 
who might still be unaware of the goodness and nourishment, 
both physical and spiritual, that is ensured by eating the Mayfly 
or the Greenfly, the Bedbug, the Water-Boatman, the luscious 
Leaf Hopper, the pretty Pond Skater...” 

The other counsellor added to the list: 

“The appetizing Alder Fly, the lovely Lacewing, the seductive 
Scorpion Fly, the winsome White Fly, the sweet Stone Fly, the 
Yellow Dung-Fly (what a dote!), the solid Stable-Fly, the Horse- 
Fly (hurrah for him), the curious Crane-Fly, not to mention 
the butterflies we eat on Sundays and on Lizard Day. Which 
butterflies do we eat on Sundays and on Lizard Day?” 

Each of us called out the names of the various butterflies, one 
after another: 


“The Clouded Yellow Butterfly.” 

“The Monarch Butterfly.” 

“The Small Mountain Ringlet Butterfly.” 

“The Holly Blue Butterfly.” 

“The Small Heath Butterfly.” 

“The Queen of Spain Fritillary Butterfly”. 

“The Camberwell Beauty Butterfly”, known in Irish as Bé na 
Fallainge, (the Cloaked Maiden). 

“The Red Admiral...” 
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As Ibn Al Fukhari said: 


“T was once addicted to the sport 
of camel-racing. 

In one day I lost the whole 

of my inheritance. 


Perhaps, were it not for my gambling — 
and losing all my material possessions — 
I would never have become a recluse 
and, finally, a nomad. 


I keenly remember how the jockey 

would keep the camel to his task — 

the long trot — 

by cultivating a sore on the animal’s neck. 
This he would prick, constantly. 


All this for the illusion of speed, 
the honour, the vanity of the owner, 
the punter’s joy or sorrow. 


Like many of my race 

I was an able falconer in my youth 
revelling in the speed and accuracy 
of birds of prey 


Today it seems that the world is caught up 


in a relentless race against Time: 
hot at its own heels...” 
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A MEATY TONGUE 


Upon an age-worn, upright stone 
Of gems that once had been a part 
Of some great tree’s rejoicing heart 
A Lizard, motionless and lone... 
Edward Robeson Taylor 
(from A Lizard of the Petrified Forest) 


After the stressful group therapy is over, everybody looks for- 
ward to the Yoga classes as a way to have a rest. It is said that 
our Yoga instructor is a very wise man: 

“In order to catch a fly in the mouth, it is necessary that the 
tongue be clever and agile. A clean and agile tongue is a good 
support for the other bodily organs and functions. Given that 
we’ve had our tongues in our cheeks until now, at least most 
of time, it is important that we stretch out our tongues and 
lengthen them.” This is what he told us on the first day. 

When he stuck out his tongue we couldn’t believe the evidence 
of our own eyes. It had the appearance of a cow’s tongue. He had 
a huge meaty tongue on him, and his tongue was as flexible and 
agile as an eel. It took him five seconds to clean the blackboard 
with it, a tongue that was as pink as a virgin’s nipple. 

“But the tongue is not solely to act as our fly catcher,” he says. 
“As you all know, the heritage of apeism is deeply engrained 
within our sexual organs. Nothing would set you back more 
on leaving this place — you know — than if you engaged in 
copulation, especially if you assumed the missionary position. 
God -— if he exists — granted us our tongue-related abilities not 
only so that we could taste the flies of the air but also so that 
we can provide one another with pleasure and satisfaction, as 
long as that desire lives on within us. An important part of the 
re-education and rehabilitation of the Institute’s clients here are 
the sex workshops which are an essential aspect of the Yoga 
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lessons. The feminine can provide complete satisfaction for the 
masculine and the exact opposite is also true. If your tongue is 
long enough you can even provide yourself with some relief if 
necessary.” With that, he took off his white robes, sat up on the 
table and began to pleasure himself rapidly with his tongue. 


As Ibn Al Fukhari said: 


Life is a slow form of suicide. 
Whether we are building bridges 
writing poems 

making love 

or drinking tequila 

(or camel’s milk) 

we are expending the life force. 
But, of course, that same life force 
is infinitely renewable 

to our last breath and beyond. 


Robert Fisk, writing during the Gulf War, 

gave his Western readers a glimpse 

of the shifting sands of the desert. 

Allied Forces awoke one morning 

to find that the scenario had changed overnight. 


Had they been dreaming? 
Or is the world shifting 
uneasily 

in its sleep? 


Wherever I travel in the world 


I carry in my consciousness 
the shifting sands of the desert. 
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Let us never be deceived 

by the apparent solidity 

of our environment 

of our various engagements 

our friendships 

We must pray with Hamlet 

that this too too solid flesh would melt. 
See infinity in a grain of sand? 

Go on, try! 


I think you’re trying too hard.” 


Nobody had much of an appetite for food after the Yogi’s dex- 
trous display and most of us just toyed with the cold and watery 
soup on offer. The cook seemed to be in some sort of a frenzy 
judging by the amount of clattering going on the kitchen. There 
was a peculiar look in everybody’s eyes by now, a look which 
bespoke something weird and unmentionable, a strange and 
unspoken horror. 

There wasn’t much in the way of conversation either — 
just “pass the rose-pink salt” and the like. Our minds were 
elsewhere. An excerpt from the Great Book of Lizardry soon 
brought us back to reality with a bang: 

“A while ago, while enduring various torments, we discovered 
that living from day to day is in itself a healthy challenge, provided 
we have a clear understanding of reality; in the process that is our 
re-definition — ancient process that it is - our new comprehension 
of reality and our place in it has led us to understand that we have 
finally awoken from the nightmare of the ages, a nightmare as 
primeval as it is senseless. So it was with a new and utopian energy 
that we tackled the responsibilities of this world, knowing that 
the planet was now safe as a consequence of our transformation, 
our complete and utter renewal, a renewal from within, that this 
message of hope was now born within us — to such an extent that 
the only role any conscientious citizen could fulfil from now on was 
the continuous dissemination of this new message of hope within 
society...” 
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As Ibn Al Fukhari said: 


“Make love like a noisy camel. 
Furtive noiseless sex 
is the business of mice...” 


After lunch, we set about gathering up the fly faeces, an American 
voice speaking to us on tape all the while in a steady and meas- 
ured tone. He spoke about cleanliness and healthiness. He re- 
minded us of how the Institute of Lizardry discovered the cure 
for AIDS - the many billions of dollars which were garnered 
as a result of this great discovery and spent on the elimina- 
tion of all war, hunger and disease — for all future generations, 
now and forever. And of course the resolution of the problem of 
overpopulation in the world. 

Once the cleaning session was over, it was time for the writing 
lessons. This was our homework and it was necessary that we 
begin in the middle of the day in case we would be too tired 
come evening. Anybody exhibiting signs of tiredness would 
be given a rejuvenating drug immediately. If we saw, heard or 
even imagined a yawn, a sigh or a tired stretching of the limbs, 
we were obliged to point in the direction of the guilty party. 
This lapse would be duly recorded in that individual’s record. 
Tiredness was the enemy and you had to recognise the enemy. 
It was easy to lapse and let your thoughts stray towards non- 
fly-related food if your mind was exhausted. We each corrected 
one another’s work, checking it to make sure that no element of 
fantasy or creativity entered anybody’s writing. 


As Ibn Al Fukhari said: 


“Sheep marked with ruddle — 
or red ochre — 

on a mountainside. 

White of sheep. 

Blue of sky. 

Green of earth. 
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Grey stone. 

Red ochre. 

Beautiful! 

(At least for one like me reared among dusty camels.) 
Did your ancestors adorn themselves with woad, 
a bluish dye from the plant isaltis tinctoria? 
Many civilizations still practiced 

body-painting well into the 21% century, 

or those distinctive markings, 

especially between the eyebrows, 

to denote religion or caste. 


Have you ever watched an actor 

applying make-up in front of a mirror? 

For some it’s an automatic exercise. 

For others it awakens a mysterious, ineffable feeling. 
Transforming oneself 

if only for an hour and a half, 

believing in and identifying with 

the new and ancient you.” 


As part of the daily homework here, you have to note care- 
fully the changes which have happened to you — or which you 
think have happened to you — since you were first registered 
in the Inistitute of Lizardry. You begin with noting any physi- 
cal changes. Have you examined your tongue? Is it becoming 
more supple? Is it getting longer? You have to keep track of 
its growth. Did you speak into the rough-ometer? How’s your 
voice these days — getting smoother, silkier — or is it just the 
same as it always was? 


As Ibn Al Fukhari says: 
“You have difficulty sleeping? 
Open the phone book. 


Start reading. 


27 


LACERTIDAE 


Keep going. DEAR FRIEND 


Stop at random. 
Pick a number. 


Ring. 

It doesn’t matter what time 

of the day or night it is. Estonia is exotic — 

Say you can’t sleep. And so is the Estonian word 

That person will have the answer. For lizard: sisalik 

Say, ‘Ibn Al Fukhari said to call’ Sujata Bhatt 

Should that person not have the answer One letter per week was allowed, that was one letter in and one 

or should you find yourself letter out. The letters were never opened. Or so we were told. 

talking to an answering-machine “We are not censors!” the Chief Executive said. Annual Salary: 

(which is very likely) €300,000 not including research expenses. The people writing 

start again where you left off. letters here must have been exercising a form of self-censorship 

Sleep will definitely come. because I never once saw any hint of emotion displayed in any let- 
ter —never — not even the tiniest flicker of emotion on somebody’s 

But don’t ring me ...” face as they read a letter — no disappointment, anger, excitement, 


boredom, sorrow — no, nothing at all. Could it be that the same 
letter — (more or less) was being written to everybody — something 
similar to the letter I myself received three weeks running. 


Dear Friend 


It won't be long new before you'll be back with us again 
- and you as healthy as a lizard. We are really looking 
forward to that day. Please understand that we are all 
very proud of you. We hear that you are progressing very 
well. 


Your Wife. 


Dear Friend? Friend? Your Wife! What sort of a sign-off to a 
letter is that? I was so confused on receiving this same letter a 
fourth time that I went straight to the Chief Executive’s office 
and knocked on his door. 

“Come in. Sit down. Listen to this please...” 
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He switches on a tape recorder that’s in front of him on the 
desk. He has recorded my knock on the door! 

“What do you think?” he asks, mysteriously. 

“My wife!” I blurt out without thinking. 

He completely ignores this comment of mine. Presses the 
button on the tape-recorder, replays the knocking sound. 

“Do you recognise that?” he says. 

“My wife. .. my knock. . .” 

“Yeah, your knock,” he says patiently. 

“And — 2” 

“And we'll listen to it one more time, shall we?” 

“Shall we?” 

We listen again. 

“Your opinion?” he says. 

“T don’t know. . .” 

“It’s not much of a knock,” he says, an eyebrow raised, 
peering at me intently. “That’s an ape-like knock. Often it’s the 
smallest things that give us away. Before somebody calls into 
me at all, I can tell their level of agitation — or lack of agitation 
as the case may be. Even your smell tells me a lot!” 

“Actually, I was quite agitated. . .” I admitted. 

“Why was that?” 

“T received a letter from my wife and it was signed ‘Your 

Wife. ” 

He offered me something to eat, a tray of hot toasted 
Minnesota grasshoppers. 

“T won't, thanks.” 

He gobbled down a couple of them. 

“My favourite delicacy. Anyway, to get back to this signature 
on the letter. Let’s not make a mountain out of a molehill. What’s 
wrong with ‘Your Wife’? The fellowship of the lizard-people 
places little emphasis on forenames or surnames, as you know. 
‘Your wife’. This is a simple and straightforward statement, and 
logical to boot. Isn’t a statement like this better any day of the 
week than simply being assigned a number, for example?” 

“Well, that’s true I suppose, but — ” 

He began to smirk. 
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“Don’t be getting paranoid. Dehumanization of the person is 
not the aim of this Institute. It’s the de-aping of the person that 
we do here. That’s all. We take the ape out of you, returning 
you to lizardhood. It’s as simple as that.” 

“T understand,” I said sheepishly. 

Although I didn’t (understand — that is). I didn’t understand 
anything in fact. I had lost the plot. I didn’t recognise the 
signature on the letter as my wife’s writing. Was it she who 
wrote it? Could she really have penned that letter and signed off 
in such a bare, indifferent manner? 

“What have you done with my wife?” I exploded in a 
threatening manner. 

“Nothing! Nothing! Are you sure you won’t have a roast 
grasshopper? You won’t? She (your wife) is the same person as 
always. Naturally, she is somewhat damaged, (no wonder) after 
the years you two have spent together. But we’re working on that. 
Leave it to us. We put her on those white tablets — just to make 
sure — but she’ll be fine. She bought a bag of mosquitoes and a can 
of locusts in the supermarket the other day, I’m told. You’ve a great 
woman there, so you have! Wait till she learns Yoga!” 

I knew damned well what effect those white pills had on 
people. 

“For how long must she take the white pills?” I ask him. 

“That depends on you. It depends on how much progress you 
make here in the Institute and how well you do in the after-care 
clinic. A year or two at the most.” 


As Ibn Al Fukhari said: 


“The lips, ears, eyes, mouth of your beloved 
are mere camel-dung. 

Admire the form of all living things 

and love them 

by all means. 


But do not establish in your mind 
hierarchies of Truth 
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Beauty or Goodness 
Such things must topple. 


I have never been to La Scala Milano 

but I once heard a love-sick yak 

bellowing to the moon over the Himalayas. 
A moment of unusual pitch 

and intensity 

a fullness of sound. 

All moments are like this 

if fully appreciated 

if listened to with love and compassion. 


Today, 

let the whole world 

play its symphony for you. 

The littlest thing — 

a kitten lapping a saucer 

of camel’s milk — 

music created for our entertainment 
and instruction: 

performed for its own sake.” 


“Don’t leave yet”, he said. “Do you remember that time when 
the Chief Psychiatrist hypnotized you and you were able to 
speak openly about your childhood?” 

“T remember... .that is, remember that time I was hypnotized, 
but I don’t remember what I said. I’m not sure whether I want to 
find out now either.” I began to shake. 

“T want you to know what you revealed,” he said in an 
authoritative voice. “Your recollections were so painful for you 
that you actually mimicked the defence mechanism of the Mexican 
Regal Horned Lizard — you squirted blood from your eyes.” 

“T did?” 

He switched on the tape. The voice that came from it now 
was like the voice of a young boy. Was that me? This is the story 
of my childhood, according to the tape, according to me: 
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Into the world 
he slips, 


between the cracks. 


Slithers 
in fissures 


They call him “Moonbeam” 
Anon. 


When I was very young and still in my cot, even before I had ut- 
tered my first syllable, I could communicate with every element 
of creation in its own language. One day my mother left me in 
my pram out in the yard when a bee (apoidea) came by: 

“Don’t sting me!” I said to her. 

“T won't!” said the bee and she flew away. 

When I was a little older and crawling along the floor I 
spotted a mouse (mus musculus). 

“I’m hungry!” said the mouse. 

“Indeed, little creature,” I said and handed him half a banana. 
That was the first banana that mouse ever ate. I knew that for 
a fact. Wasn’t I the happy little fella when I saw the joy on that 
mousheen’s face as he tucked into the banana. By the time I was 
twelve years of age there was scarcely an animal language that I 
couldn’t speak fluently. Every animal under creation has stories, 
folklore, epic literature, poetry and songs of their own. Curses. 
Blessings. Prayers. Here’s a saying that’s common amongst 
hedgehogs, for example: 

“May you have a bed of leaves beneath you from November 
to February!” I liked the language of the woodlouse a good deal 
(isopdish). It’s a language that’s full of clicking sounds: Click- 
click, click-click. To tell you the truth, that’s all the woodlouse 
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can say. Clicking all the time is what she does. The meaning 
of the clicks vary, however, depending on the speed and the 
rhythm of each click. She is able to speak with her feet also. If 
a woodlouse is upside-down, feet in the air, I can tell exactly 
what she’s saying by the workings of her little feet. She tells me 
where she was before, the layout of the area she is travelling 
in, where she is going, what caused her to stumble or fall, how 
her brothers are getting on at home, and God knows what else. 
She always has a lot to say for herself, really. In fact, she never 
shuts up. 

A rapid click-click, that’s “Goodbye!” A measured click- 
click-click, that’s “I’ll see you again. . .!” I don’t know why but 
I’ve never told anyone that I have this linguistic talent. Even my 
own parents. They’re both pushing up daisies now, I’m sorry to 
say. Push, push, push. 

I learned one particular lesson in relation to this talent of 
mine. The Junior Certificate exam was on. It was sweltering 
hot. I hate Mathematics. A Daddy-long-Legs landed on the 
desk in front of me. 

“Hey you,” says I, “do me a favour and fly around the exam 
hall until you get the answer to question 4(a) for me!” 

Question 4(a), Pll never forget it; it resulted in a twist of 
fate for me: £20,490 is the tax-free allowance that a particular 
woman is allowed annually. If she pays £8,360 tax at a rate of 
35%. Yerra, I can tell you straight out, I was in right difficulty! 

A right tongue-lashing is what I got from the Daddy-long-Legs. 

“Hardly anybody in the world has been given the gift you’ve 
been given, the ability to talk to the likes of us, as you do. Your 
gift wasn’t given to you for cheating or to be dishonest!” 

“What’s it for then?” I shouted out after him as he flew away 
and twenty mocking heads turned around to look at me. The 
Daddy-long-Legs left me but I did run into him later — outside 
the examination hall as it happens. Actually, we became close 
friends after that, he was my constant companion for the rest 
of that summer. Pookeen — for that was his name — became my 
guide from then on. He showed me how to make the most of my 
talent and to use it for the benefit of Ireland and the world, and 
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for all of the animals in the world. I failed Maths, by the way. 
Pookeen told me not to worry about it, that I wouldn’t need 
Maths in the future, that I would be a minor novelist one day 
and that I would write a novel about love that would encompass 
all of the emotions — from A to Z. 

The summer holidays came around. 

“Have you any plans?” Pookeen said to me one day, he 
was hale and happy in himself, “anything other than scooting 
around on your bicycle, eating ice cream and ogling the girls?” 

“No...” 

“Well!” said Pookeen, “I’ve a few plans of my own!” 

He lands lightly on the palm of my hand, stares up at me. 

“Fire away!” says I. 

I can tell immediately that his plan is a well-thought-out-one 
because his manner changes all of a sudden; a note of torment 
has crept into his voice. 

“You know that accursed place, Merrion Park?” 

“T know it well. Why ‘accursed’ ”? 

“This is why,” says he: 

Pookeen proceeded to tell me a terrible and tragic story 
then. Thousands of snails were regularly massacred in that 
park. They were given poison, a poison which they unwittingly 
ingested, attracted as they were by its smell and taste. One 
taste of this poison and they are goners. They suffer a slow and 
painful death. 

“P’ve seen them myself, with my own eyes, lovely little snails 
slithering forward, slowly and funereally towards the poison. 
I called out to them but never received an answer. The snails 
speak a different language from the Daddy-long-legs. But you 
speak Snailish, don’t you?” 

“T understand it very well!” says I. “Irish-Snailish is a lovely 
language altogether. Sil-seal-siul? That means, ‘Where are you 
off to?’ ” 

“Excellent!” says Pookeen. “Now, here’s the plan. . .” 

It was a Saturday, a yellow, hot sun in the sky. A small crowd 
of people in the park. A wizened old fella sitting on a park-bench 
reading the racing pages. The man was using a magnifying glass 
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to read the print, a very unusual sight this, at the beginning of 
the 21st century. Children playing on the swings and the slides. 
Two loved-up teenagers sauntering slowly through the park. I 
looked at the girl and in that moment I realised that my novel 
concerning the vagaries of love, A-Z, would be written about 
a girl such as this one, not my own wife. As the young couple 
passed by, I resolved to base this novel of love — every aspect and 
feeling (i.e. the entire A-Z ) — focussed on this girl’s ankle. 

There was an air of innocence on the breeze in that park 
and nobody but Pookeen and I knew of the mass killing that 
had been planned for the day. A massacre, a wipe-out, a 
contemptible ethnic cleansing happening right here, unnoticed 
in the innocent quiet of a sunny summer’s afternoon. 

Pookeen flies ahead of me, scanning the area left and right. 
From time to time, when curiosity gets the better of him, he 
sticks his head into some hedge or other looking to spot a snail. 
Suddenly, he comes to a stop above one particular hedge, hovers 
there momentarily. 

“A snail!” he whispers, as soon as I catch up with him. 
“Where?” I say, gasping for breath. I rummage in the hedge and 
sure enough, there it is. 


“A sheilide Burca 

Cuir amach d’adharca!” 
(Snail Burke 

Put out your horns!) 


says I to him, in Irish, as the snails still have a good grasp of the 
ancestral language; it’s said they always will. 

“Where'd you learn that verse?” the snail asks me, in surprise. 
He is even more surprised when I switch to Snailish in reply. 

“One beetle always recognizes another,” says I. 

“It’s true for you! Delighted to meet you! What brings you 
into these parts, or how can I help you? And who’s your friend 
over there?” 

“That’s Pookeen, my guide. Now, listen carefully to me!” 
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I tell him the whole sorry tale and what fate awaits him and 
his tribe if they don’t get the message about the poison out there 
as quickly as possible. 

“May the Great Snail save us all!” says the horrified little fella 
and his shell cracks open with the shock and the stress of it all. 
“My granny died last year from that same poison! And only for 
the fact that Iam such a slow-coach myself, I would have been 
a goner too. The others had swallowed all of the poison by the 
time I got there. I’ll never forget it! If you’d seen it, a mountain 
of snails dying, all wallowing in their own slime. Night had 
fallen by the time I reached the field of slaughter. All the paths 
shone in the moonlight with the trails and traces of their last 
slime. It had an appearance similar to the Milky Way.” 

The poor snail is so emotional now that he is actually moved 
to poetry, his way of coping with the fear induced by terrible 
memories. Pookeen looks over at me. 

“We can never let a massacre like this happen again!” he 
cries. 

“What will we do?” says the snail in a plaintive voice. 

He looks at me. I look at Pooken and back again at the 
snail. 

“You say that there is another slaughter planned for today? 
But there are hundreds of snails in Merrion Park right now! 
Will you be able to get a warning out to them all — in time?” 

I translate the snail’s words for Pookeen. 

“Yes”, he answers. “We’ll do our level best to get the message 
out to everybody!” 

There’s not a moment to lose, no more time for discussion or 
translation. 

“Listen to me,” I say to the little fella in the bush. “The 
minute you get that sweet smell in your nostrils, you know what 
has to be done. Start snailing in the other direction — as fast in 
Ireland as you can go!” 

It was then, at that exact moment, that I witnessed my first 
ever snail smile. It is a sight that belies description. 

“Pll do that. A hundred thousand thanks to you. May the 
road shine before you, the same as the Tail of the White Mare! 
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May your shell always be secure. May the raspberries always 
sweeten your mouth!” 

Pookeen begins his searches, moving quickly from hedge to 
hedge, he flies non-stop, over and back, searching every bush 
and nook and cranny. I follow close behind. Everywhere we go, 
we give out the warning. Having done a complete circuit of the 
park twice, we are both exhausted. We stretch flat out on the 
grass. I put a blade of grass in my mouth, chew on it, deep in 
thought. 

“Listen, Pookeen,” says I, “it looks as if our campaign is 
succeeding — in this particular Park at any rate. But how’s the 
story in other places I wonder? What about in Limerick, in 
Cork, in Galway, in Derry?” 

“Don’t forget Dar es Salaam!” says he, giggling uproariously. 
“Oh! And what about the seals?” says he. “What about the 
corncrake? What about the elephants? We’re not going to 
save the whole world by ourselves, boy! Even if we lived for a 
thousand years, we wouldn’t save half of them. But we have to 
start somewhere.” 

Isn’t he right too! I remove the grass-stalk from my mouth 
and begin to tickle Pookeen under his tummy. 

“Lay off,” and he utters something diabolical in Daddy-long- 
legish which can’t be translated into Irish or English — and it’s 
just as well that it can’t be done! 

We wait there until it is almost time to lock the gates of the 
Park. Two gardeners are standing next to the gate, one of them 
scratching his head. On our way out we overhear a small bit of 
their conversation. 

“For the life of me, I can’t understand it.” 

“They must have acquired some strange form of immunity. 
What do you think? We’ll have to try some other kind of 
stuff...” 

“We didn’t even get one snail...” 
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One day we are looking at a photo in the newspaper. Two grey- 
hounds pursuing a hare. 

“That’s bad enough, that,” says Pookeen. “It is in the nature 
of the greyhound to chase the hare. We’re not attempting to 
change the nature of the greyhound — nor the nature of the 
human being — because it is not possible to do this. Did you 
ever hear tell of the tradition whereby they blood the hounds — 
giving them the scent of blood before they go out hunting?” 

“T haven’t” says I. 

Pookeen gives a speech then, an excellent oration. It’s amazing 
how knowledgeable he is concerning so many aspects of life. He 
expounds on the subject of Irish greyhounds. He knows their 
whole history — right back to Master McGrath. He speaks about 
the money they make for their owners. He mentions Shelbourne 
Park and Harold’s Cross. Hackney, Bristol, Hove, Walthamstow, 
and even as far from home as Florida itself. He has done his 
homework well. When the greyhounds of Ireland lose their 
speed and stamina, they are either put down or exported. 

“A huge Greyhound Home should be built where all the old 
greyhounds, or the ones who will never race again, could be 
sent in their retirement.” 

He goes very quiet in himself then, very thoughtful. Then 
suddenly he jumps up, mad for the road. 

“Here you go — and bring your camera with you,” he says. 
“There isn’t a moment to lose!” 

I leap up, startled. 

“Where are we off to?” I ask, throwing on my jacket as 
quickly as possible, a new burst of energy in me. 

“You'll see!” 

We take the train as far as Bray. We hop off there and walk 
in a southerly direction, leaving the suburbs behind us. Before 
too long, we are out in the middle of the countryside. I spot two 
swans swimming across the surface of an enormous pool and 
pull my camera out of its case. 

“Tt’s not to record beauty but rather to record ugliness that 
we’re out here, unfortunately,” says Pookeen. I know that there 
is no point in bothering Pookeen by asking him too many 
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questions. Pookeen is the type that when he has something 
to say he always speaks his mind. He speaks only when he is 
ready — in the right place and at the right time. He’s not fond of 
too much chat! We had definitely walked a good three or four 
miles by now, although I wasn’t a bit tired. Not far from us, an 
old shed stands in the middle of a field, a rusted roof on top. 
Pookeen comes to a halt and lands on my shoulder. 

“Be alert and keep a sharp eye out!” he says, as forcefully as a 
daddy-long-legs can speak. On we go, traveling carefully. We are 
within about two hundred yards of the old shed when we hear a 
strange and frightening noise coming from it. A man wearing a 
cap is standing outside the shed, guarding it. The field is home to 
a fine thicket of ferns and we make for it so that we can use it as 
a form of camouflage. Finally, we reach the rear of the shed. 

“Up on the roof with you now and be careful how you go,” 
Pookeen orders me. “There’s a slit in the roof up there and see 
if you can try and take a couple of photos and get back down 
again as quick as you can.” 

I do as he says, my trousers getting all brown and rust-stained 
on the way. My God, what a sight below me! I wouldn’t wish 
to see the likes of it ever again. Three greyhounds are inside, 
straining at their leashes. Snarling. A sandy-haired kitten is taken 
out of a bag. A small frail cat, scared to death, his fur standing on 
end. I won’t describe what happened next, I am too long trying 
to erase it from my memory. It is in my mind always however, 
like a photograph — worse than a photo even — like some dark, 
distorted image on a weeping wall. I turn my eyes away from the 
horror beneath me. I can’t look at it any longer. I direct the camera 
at the carnage below, however — click — click — click — click — (a 
phrase which means “Isn’t it a lovely day” in the language of the 
woodlouse, incidentally). When I slide back down to terra firma, 
I vomit up whatever is in my stomach. We are lucky. If it wasn’t 
for slipping away at that very moment so as to void myself — I 
probably would have alerted the attentions of the guard. We leave 
the area as quickly as we can, our hearts heavy. 

“What was all that about?” I say, eventually, once I have my 
breath back. 
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“The smell of blood...” Pookeen replies, without looking at 
me directly. 

“And the photographs?” 

“That’s enough for today. I’ll discuss Step 2 of the plan with 
you tomorrow.” 

Back home again we go, on the train. Pookeen has free 
travel, of course. 

Step 2 of the plan proved straightforward enough. That’s 
one thing I really liked about Pookeen’s mind. It is basic. 
Uncomplicated. And yet deep at the same time. Once we’d 
carefully gone over the plan, off we went to visit the offices of a 
tabloid newspaper in Dublin city centre. The offices were located 
on Jack Charlton Street. I delivered a photocopy of the photos 
I had taken. Accompanying the photos was a letter addressed 
to the Features Editor. In summary, we wanted the photos 
published so as to generate a public outcry and cause political 
mayhem in the Dail. One or two of the people photographed 
with their dogs and leashes were clearly identifiable if the photos 
were enlarged. 

Later that afternoon I was sitting next to the phone — that 
phone which never rings when you want it to. I was chewing 
one of my thumbnails with the tension. 

“God’s mills grind slowly,” said Pookeen, reassuringly. “Be 
patient. They’ll phone alright. Don’t worry.” They did phone, 
in the end. The newspaper had examined the photos, a woman’s 
voice informed me. They were very keen to have the memory 
chip as well. 

“Are you Animal Rights activists?” asks the voice on the 
other end of the line. 

“In a way”, I reply. 

“T understand. Interesting! Would you be willing to accept 
€300 for the photos? We’d have to get the memory chip as well, 
of course.” 

“We don’t want any money for them,” I say, my tone abrupt. 

There was a brief lull in the conversation — then: “What age 
are you?” the voice asks. 
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“That’s irrelevant! You'll receive the photos and the memory 
chip before 5.30 pm this evening. Bye!” 

It wasn’t easy to turn down the money, to be honest. It was 
a nice few quid for a quick twenty seconds work. Pookeen had 
said clearly on more than one occasion that we should never 
accept any money for the type of work we were doing. He didn’t 
give me any other explanation at that point; everything would 
be revealed in its own good time, he told me. 

Well, here we are again — traveling into the city. We leave the 
envelope at reception and are on our way out the door again 
when Pookeen comes to a sudden stop. A suspicious look comes 
over his face and he glances quickly both left and right. He 
looks nervously in front of him and then behind him. 

“What’s up?” 

I’ve never seen him this stressed before. 

“l’m going to hang around here for a while,” says he. 

“O.K. Pll be in the bookshop across the road.” I watch him 
leaving. A woman stares at me; she is standing directly outside 
the door, waiting for the bus. She definitely thinks I am on 
drugs; I can tell by the look on her face — here’s this person in 
front of her speaking to some invisible creature in a language 
approximating to gibberish. 

I spend about twenty minutes leafing through a book of 
Irish ballads. Strange the way things work. Coincidences. What 
do they mean? What do I see but a ballad about that famous 
greyhound Master Mc Grath: 


Eighteen sixty-nine was the date of the year, 

The Waterloo sportsmen and more did appear, 

For to gain the prize, and to bear it away 

With the champion of England, against Master M’Grath. 


On the 12th December, that day of renown, 
M’Grath and his keeper they left Lurgan town; 
A gale on the channel it soon drove them o’er — 
On the 13th they landed on Fair England’s shore. 
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And when they arrived in big London town, 

The great English sportsmen they all gathered round, 
And some of the gentlemen gave a “ha-ha,” 

Saying, ‘Is that the great dog you call Master M’Grath!’ 


Then one of the gentlemen standing around, 

Said, ‘What about you and your Irish greyhound, 

For you or your greyhound we don’t give a straw, 
And we’ll humble the pride of your Master M’Grath, 


Lord Lurgan came forward, and said, ‘Gentlemen, 
If there’s any amongst you has money to spend, 
For your nobles of England I don’t give a straw, 
Here’s 5,000 to 1 upon Master M’Grath.’ 


Then M’Grath he looked up, and he wagged his big tail 
Informing his lordship, ‘I know what you mean! 

But, noble Brownlow, don’t fear them, a ghra, 

For [’ll tarnish their laurels,’ said Master M’Grath. 


Then Rose stood uncovered, the great English pride, 

The master and keeper they stood by her side, 

The hare was left off, and the crowd did Hurrah, 

There’s the pride of all England against Master McGrath. 


As Rose and the Master they both ran along, 

’Now I wonder’, said Rose, ‘what took you from your home; 
You should have stopped there in your Irish demesne, 
And not come to gain laurels on Albion’s plain.’ 


‘Well, I know,’ said M’Grath, ‘we have wild heather bogs, 
But you will find in old Ireland there’s good men and dogs; 
Lead on, bould Britannia, give none of your jaw, 

Stuff that up your nostrils, said Master McGrath. 
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Then the hare she went on just as swift as the wind, 
He was sometimes before her and sometimes behind; 
Rose gave the first turn, according to law 

But the second was given by Master McGrath. 


The hare she led on, with a beautiful view, 

And swift as the wind o’er the green field she flew; 
But he jumped on her back, and held up his paw, 
Three cheers for ould Ireland, said Master M’Grath. 


I close the book. My mind goes back to the money the newspa- 
per has offered for the photos. If I accept that money unknown 
to Pookeen, I could buy a proper camera for myself. Random 
thoughts such as this are going around my mind when Pookeen 
arrives in. 

“This is a bad story!” he whispers. 

“How so?” I ask. 

“T should have done better with my planning.” 

“What happened?” My heart is in my mouth. 

“T waited in reception for a while. Then a messenger arrived 
to collect the envelope. I followed him into the elevator. When 
he saw me, he took a swipe at me with the envelope, but I 
managed to escape from him. He was a small mean-looking 
individual, one of those people who’s so fed up with life that 
they have already developed a deep dislike for every other living 
thing. Anyway...” 

When Pookeen reached the office the Features Editor was 
sitting in a leather armchair. Once the messenger had left 
his office the editor quickly tore open the envelope. He then 
immediately got on the phone, Pookeen watching him and 
listening carefully all the while. 

“Hello Jim? I have them, yes, I do. I have the original photos 
and the memory chip and all.” 

Poor Pookeen had been helpless to do anything. The editor 
took a cigarette lighter from his pocket and set fire to the whole 
lot, dumping the embers in a metal wastepaper basket. 

“Just as well, I recognized you, Jim?” 
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The editor laughed and replaced the phone in his pocket. He 
rubbed his hands together. “Now,” he said aloud to himself, 
“it’s past time to compose a new sub-editoral piece — one about 
those crazies, the Animal Rights crowd.” 

Pookeen tells me the whole story, word for word. As usual 
there isn’t a shred of emotion in his voice. The bare facts, that is 
all. He would make an excellent reporter. It was a failure. The 
whole thing was a failure, a complete and utter waste of time 
and energy. 

He must have read my thoughts as we made our way home 
because at one point he turns to me and says, “You have 
learned at least one thing from this whole experience. Never 
give a memory, or a memory chip, to anyone.” Despite myself, I 
couldn’t help but laugh. 
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I’m still there, listening to myself all the while. There is a si- 
lence. For a moment, I thought that the tape had stopped. Then 
the Chief Psychiatrist’s voice again, teasing me, prompting me 
in that strangely captivating way of his. 

“Then?” 

My own voice again, a boy’s voice...sobbing...weeping...a 
shrill wailing sound. 

“Forgive me! Forgive me! Forgive me!” 

A tearful sigh. The low murmur of the Chief Psychiatrist’s 
voice once more. 

“What happened?” 

Me again: “The next morning. I swallowed Pookeen. I had just 
finished reading the Great Book of Lizardry. And I ate him!” 

The click of a finger. My voice returns to normal. The last 
word uttered on the tape — “Pookeen”. 


As Ibn Al Fukhari said: 


“Even wisdom and knowledge 

if not consolidated in divine humour 
can putrefy 

can imprison the mind 

in its own stink. 


You wish to be wise? 
A false start! 


Do not be taken in by promises 
such as “If you pray, 

if you fast, if you meditate 

and this and that ...” 

shifting sand! 
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The wise man does not know 
where he is going 

or where he has come from. 
How could he? 

The cosmos is too vast. 


He that is wise knows 
that even as he walks 

his footprints 

are vanishing in the sand. 
Joyfully he continues 

on his pathless trek.” 


A Deportment Workshop in which we are shown how to change 
our movements and manners, our manner of walking, our man- 
ner of standing and sitting and the influence all of this is going 
to have later, on our mentality. One by one we walked the length 
of the Deportment Studio, up and down, imitating the exact 
walk of the instructor, a woman dressed in a special sky-blue 
tracksuit. As each of us walked behind her, she issued us with 
constant instructions along the lines of: 

“We need more of the slippery turn-and-twist and less of 
that exaggerated cowboy aggression.” 

Some of us were flat-footed and awkward in our movements, 
others even clumsier still. Gradually, however, we all managed to 
standardize our deportment to one extent or another. Slowly but 
surely we began to notice the effects which this standardization 
of walk and gait had on our all-round thought processes. 

“Imagine you are a moonbeam!” said the instructor in a 
whisper that penetrated our ears. 

The sky-blue tracksuits soon became our daily uniform and 
we wore them all day, every day. It wasn’t that we were ordered 
to do this. It just happened, somehow. It wasn’t too long after this 
either that all of the Institute’s staff adopted these same outfits 
so that sometimes it became difficult to distinguish between 
the teachers and the pupils. The spontaneous development 
of simultaneous solidarity was the term given to this entire 
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phenomenon and for the first time since we entered the Institute 
we were all praised highly! 


As Ibn Al Fukhari said: 
“ ‘When icicles hang by the wall...’ 


There is something about frosty weather... 
You may have tried some form of meditation before. 
Some people practise the same technique 
day after day, year in year out. 

This is akin to a diet of camel’s milk 

and nothing else. 

Your head will become a cheese. 

There is a meditation I reserve for one day in the year. 
Just one day. 

In fact, just one hour. 

Chose a frosty morning. 

Wrap yourself well. 

Sit on a bench outside. 

Breathe. 

Watch your visible plume of breath. 

That’s all. 

You need not become philosophical 

or anything like that, i.e. 

‘the breath of life’ etc. 

Just enjoy seeing something 

that is basic to you 

and that is normally invisible. 

Other invisible areas 

of your being 

may become visible. 

If not, too bad. 

Try again next year.” 
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Another thing which happened was the fact that everybody 
began to wear a particular type of make-up, both men and 
women. You had to look carefully to see the texture of this 
make-up, an attempt at the graying or whitening of the facial 
skin. I received a small box of this stuff one night as I lay in 
my room, and without giving it a moment’s thought, I applied 
a smattering of it to both of my cheeks. It was the colour of 
lichen. 

Our sodality was becoming uni-coloured and uni-voiced, we 
were developing a particular sense of unison and homogeneity. 
It was now that the lectures we attended began to bear fruit. 
They made real sense. The group therapy now gave off a new 
sense of strength; it was a unique form of relief. 

Everybody knew the Great Book of Lizardry off by heart by 
now. Our tongues had got longer. Heat and cold had the same 
effect on each of us. There was no ostensible difference between 
either of them whether during the day or at night. Nothing hurt 
us or caused us pain anymore. We now had a daily Insectology 
Seminar. Slides, videos... we didn’t really need these teaching 
resources anymore because we were all experts in our own right 
by now: 

“How exceptionally beautiful is the monarch butterfly, a 
divine combination of black, brown and orange. You will see 
that its wingspan measures a full 10 cm.” 

“The monarch is an indefatigable traveller. During the 
summer months he travels throughout most of South America, 
returning home in winter in order to rest. Home is the Michoa 
Forest in Central Mexico where they stick to the trees, all 200 
million of them, hibernating there peacefully. Or they had a 
peaceful hibernation there until recently, anyway. Since the 
Mexican government is resolved on developing eco-tourism in 
this region — they are hopeful that these eco-tourists will put 
a damper on those people intent on wielding chainsaws and 
cutting down all of the trees - ironically, these eco-tourists 
may prove a greater threat to the local flora and fauna than the 
chainsaw enthusiasts! 
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If wind, rain or any other destructive force makes strong 
physical contact with the monarch it falls to the ground in a 
heap. 

“The floor of the forest is extremely cold at night — often as 
cold as -8C. If it should fall to the forest-floor, it is essential 
that the monarch get back up — to a height of at least 50 cm 
from the ground, quickly; otherwise, it will perish. If a drop 
of rain or dew should fall on the wings of this butterfly — its 
own body fluids never freeze incidentally — then that water-drop 
will solidify and freeze. Give it a hot summer’s day and it is 
most happy; then it is free to fly through the warm air and go 
wherever it pleases. Any cold at all however and the monarch 
stays where it is, immobile and lacking in energy. He could 
possibly crawl his way up the leaves of a sage bush — but what 
would be the use in that? All it takes is a meandering eco-tourist 
to trample on him accidentally and that’s that. 

“And now a report on what the Institute of Lizardry in 
Mexico is doing to ensure the future survival of the monarch as 
a species. And, after the break, a brief report on the new joint 
venture between McDonald’s and the Institute of Lizardry to 
market a new monarch-burger worldwide. The slogan will be: 
We are all monarchists now! 

“But firstly, you will all be delighted to hear that the Mexican 
government has agreed to sell the Michoa forest to the Institute 
for a price of 84 million dollars...” 


As Ibn Al Fukhari said: 


“If everyone said 

NOLO EPISCOPARI! 

(I don’t want to be a bishop!) 

what a different world it would be. 

But some are born bishops 

or think they are 

while others have bishoprics thrust upon them. 
Where is the free man 

the free woman 
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who has chosen a way of life 
and is really free to pursue that course 
to the full? 

Learning to refuse 

- what a delicate art - 

to refuse 

honour, 

money, 

love, 

adulation, 

power, 

Sex, 

promotion, 

demotion 

Once we acquire 

the gentle art of refusing 

a freedom blossoms 

in the heart 

beyond love and emolument. 
Say it, in times of temptation and at crossroads to opportunity: 
NOLO EPISCOPARI!” 
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Occasionally I would spend some time in the Institute’s library. 
I found the many dictionaries and wordbanks there to be of 
much interest. The Institute employed many renowned scholars 
throughout the world and I was particularly interested in the 
Gaeilge-Béarla (Irish-English) Terminology that they created; 
many is the hour I spent learning various definitions: 

Féileacan: ‘A butterfly, a delicacy. Formerly ‘a dazzler of a 
lady, feather-headed’. 

Féileacan Parluis: ‘A parlour butterfly: formerly ‘a woman 
unsuited to household chores.’ 

I counted more than two hundred examples under the entry 
titled fly: 

“A salmon is frequently caught through the use of the fly; a 
fly often made a bullock jump; a shut mouth catches no flies...” 
and all the rest of it. A Professor from Berlin visited us one day 
and gave us a lecture which lasted for a good two-and-a-half 
hours. It was a lecture on linguistics during which he referred 
to the dung-beetle on a number of occasions. 

“The world can no longer afford to express contempt for 
the insect people and from now on it is essential that we refer 
to them and their like in the neutral terms currently employed 
within the scientific realm. It is advised that we learn their Latin 
names off by heart. Let’s take the dung-beetle as an example: 
Sometimes he is referred to as the may-beetle or the may-bug. 
From now on, let’s use the term Geotrupes to refer to our 
brothers, the dung-beetles, without whose sterling work we 
would all be up to our necks in dung. The ladybird as another 
case in point. This is referred to as Béin Dé (God’s little cow) 
in the Irish language. The same concept is found in Russian. 
Amongst the many other referents for the ladybird in Irish are 
“Mary’s Hen” or “the Blessed Beetle” but to avoid argument 
— religious tension, for example — we can ditch these various 
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terms and simply refer to the subject as Coccinellidae. Look 
how the deargadaol beetle has been treated over the years,” he 
said, and one sensed outrage in his voice. 

“You know what they call this fella in English don’t you? 
Devil’s coach-horse! In Berlin, they still talk about some 
university Professor or other from Cork who lived at the end of 
the last century and who referred to another professor — based 
in Dublin — as a shit-nit! Of course, that historical era is now 
referred to as the Dark Age, those years between 1980 and the 
Californian earthquake, before the Berlin Institute of Lizardry 
was even founded...” 

A Lizard-jet was waiting out on the runway for the Professor, 
ready to bring him to Aberystwyth, and from there onto 
Stockholm, Oslo, Helsinki - and back again to Berlin in order 
to undertake further research. At the end of the lecture, we gave 
him a standing ovation. He had excellent Latin (and Muskerry 
Irish, to boot!). 

There were no more letters allowed to people we knew or 
loved, or thought we knew or loved. Instead, we were given 
the task to write to prominent figures all over the world. We 
pulled straws and I got the short one, poets. I headed a research 
team to contact poets around the world, asking them to 
embrace lizardry or give it their blessing. Many of the poets had 
wonderful names, such as Ahimsa T Bodhran. Here are some 
extracts from those letters. The first is to Agnar Arttvertin of 
the Faroe Islands. 


“Dear Agnar, 


I am writing to you in the hope of shifting your inter- 
est away from your current self-reflexive themes and to 
concentrate instead on praise of the insect world without 
which we have no future. I refer to your poem I Don’t 
Remember Anything. This is good, in many respects. 
There is much that must be forgotten. I agree.You write: 
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I don’t remember when I last went to bed wasted 
Or whether I was really wasted 

Or if it was yesterday or last year 

Once or three hundred times 

I don’t remember anything .... 


May I ask you, dear Agnar, to please try to remember, 
remember the insects....” 


I got a very rude reply. He told me to take my elongated tongue 
and stick it somewhere. 

I wrote a long letter to Lyubomir Levcev in Bulgaria, too 
long to quote in full. Here is an extract: 


“Dear Lyubomir, 


Lukewarm greetings to you from all here at the Institute 
of Lizardy in Ireland. I have been reading your poetry 
and would like to comment on the poem Get Used to 
This Thought, if I may. You write: 


As long as I remember 

They’ve been prescribing 

The same medicine for me: 

‘Get used to this thought.’ 
Disgusting words! 

One must swallow them quickly. 


I understand your sentiments, really I do. There is much 
passion in your work. Here at the Institute, we are helped 
(and help people in turn) to feel ‘smooth’ as we call it. If 
you are interested in a correspondence course in smoothi- 
fication, I am authorized to be your special tutor at the 
bargain price of €150 per month...” 


And so on for another six and a half pages. 
He never replied. 
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In our tireless research we came upon lines such as these: 


We build theories like terracotta armies 
Fallible guesses from fragmentary information ... 
(Shanta Acharya, Black Swans) 


These lines troubled us (in so far as trouble could reach us) and 
we decided to face those terracotta armies, unblinkingly. If we 
didn’t, who else would? The more volumes of poems we read the 
more it seemed that poets were the antennae of Weltschmerz, 
the world’s pain. The Nepalese poet Hom Paribag said it well in 
the title of one of his books, The Soul’s Pain Won’t Hide. 

There were books I skimmed through, not taking everything 
in; other books demanded extreme concentration, such as 
Anophelia! The Mosquito Lives by Jan Lauwereyns. What the 
hell is anophelia? I asked the Chief Pathologist. You don’t need 
to know, is what he said. I don’t? Who are you reading at the 
moment, he asked. Sara Poisson, says I. Sounds fishy to me, says 
he. Well, says I, what’s in a name? A lot! An agent called Don 
Strange arrested LSD guru Timothy Leary. Isn’t that strange? 
No, says he. Who else are you reading? Well, says I, strangely 
enough, I’m plodding through a book called Toku Tinihanga 
by one Michael O’Leary, but it’s slow work, have to use the 
dictionary a lot... its in Maori. OK, he said slowly, nodding 
sagely. 


Next was Siim Kera, from Estonia. 
“Dear Siim, 


We have read some of your poems and also your music 
reviews and wonder how a young, intelligent man of your 
obvious talents hasn’t added his good name to the world- 
wide phenomenon of de-apification. You must know by 
now that we have managed to reduce wars and conflicts 
by at least 5%, perhaps even as much as 6% according 
to some estimates. A team of experts is writing to art- 
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ists, religious and political leaders, industrial magnates, 
academics, sports heroes and other prominent men and 
women in the hope of winning their support for our ef- 
forts....” And so on. 


Siim replied: 
YOU ARE FASCISTS, ALL OF YOU! I HATE YOU! 


I don’t know how he came to that conclusion. I must assume 
personal responsibility and say that, to my shame, I haven’t 
made the work of the Institute salient or attractive enough in 
my missives to poets. 


We wrote to Nobel laureates and other prize winners around 
the world. To Pulitzer Prize winner Franz Wright I wrote: 


“Dear Franz, 


We were taken by the opening lines of your poem The 
Hawk: 


Maybe in a million years 
A better form of human 
Being will come ... 


Franz, why wait a million years?” 


And so on. Clearly, Franz was prepared to wait that long. Our 
shortcut didn’t tempt him. Did he receive our letter at all? 
Many of our agents across the globe are buried in unmarked 
graves. Interfering with the status quo is a dangerous business. 
Questioning war games is the deadliest game of all. Luan O 
Luanaigh, a mercenary who had a sea-change and became one 
of the first advocates of lizardification, was our first martyr. He 
sleeps in a watery grave somewhere off the coast of Greece. 
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Next on my list was the Macedonian poet, scholar and 
haikuist Vladimir Martinovski. 


“Dear Vladimir, 


I love your poem Transformations. You could say that 
it speaks the language of the Institute of Lizardry and 
the great metamorphosis that we can all experience if we 
desire it strongly enough. I love the image, ‘When you're 
gone I suddenly turn into a sunflower without the sun...’ 
Very good. ‘A giraffe without a neck...’ Excellent. ‘A bee 
without a drop of honey ...’ Vladimir, you surpassed 
yourself there. Please keep up the good work. The raising 
of insect-consciousness is a matter of great urgency, as 
you know...’ 


And so on and on and on. He sent a courteous reply and a small 
donation to the Institute. I thought I had heard the last from 
him when a month later he sent us 5,000 haiku about insects, 
all written by Japanese haikuists of the Shiki school. Here are a 
few of these remarkable gifts to mankind: 


a butterfly 

the sound as he eats 
so quiet it is 
(Kyoshi) 


cicadas sing 
down the tree oozes 
pine resin 


(Sekichiku) 


Another Macedonian poet, Moing Manusev, sent us a piece of 
his skin. There was a tattoo on it. 

In my sleep, fitful as it was, I heard Pookeen whisper poems 
to me in many tongues, among them the majestic poems of 
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Marjorie Agosin and I awoke, sat up and rocked, to and fro, to 
these lines: 


voice like your asylum 
voice like a bay which 

in the distance gently sways 
welcoming you 

voice of illuminated 


firefly... 
(from Gifts) 


What was I looking for? Key words to suggest that someone had 
been granted an insight, even if only a hint, a vague prescience 
of the great work we have been called to do? 

Next on the neverending list was Adam Puslojic from 
Serbia. 


“Kind Sir, 


You will not know me from Adam. I write to you from 
the Institute of Lizardry in Ireland. Some people misread 
my letters and think I am writing from an Institute of 
Wizardy. Be assured that Irepresent Lizardry and Lizardry 
only, dear Sir. I refer to your poem Annunciations, and 
to the following stanza: 


I lost my voice, 
Got clear vision back. 
I can also sing 
With my eyebrows ... 


I like the first two lines very much. As you know, we do a 
lot of voice-training at the Institute. (The voice can con- 
vey so much and reveal so many hidden recesses of our 
nature, our true nature and our false, acquired nature). 
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But - the second couplet? Could you elucidate, 
please?” 


And so on. Adam did not reply. Many e-mails ended up in 
Spam. Copies sent by snail-mail were not always delivered. 
Nobody knows the extent of spying that goes on, not even the 
spies themselves. 


I wrote to Ilya Kaminsky: 


“Get the hell out of California, now!” I warned him. 
Kaminsky teaches contemporary world poetry in San Diego. 
“Don’t you know it’s about to happen? It’s in the Great Book 
of Lizardry: ‘California will crumble...’ It couldn’t be clearer. 
‘San Fran will fry... And if you don’t believe in the Great 
Book, what about the Mayan prophecies? Not enough? Master 
Yogiraj is also convinced that the Californian earthquake is on 
the way. Think he’s going to swallow his words on YouTube? 
Get out now! Pookeen warned me about it, before I ate him. 
Don’t go to California, he said. He was very inistent about it. 
Though the immediate future is almost incomprehensibly bleak 
and sorrowful for all Californians, a new shift in consciousness 
is dawning. Lee Brown, the Cherokee, spoke of the end of the 
era of the animal, the beginning of the era of the human. Listen 
to him, Ilya! You already escaped the Soviet Union to get to 
California. Now you must flee that sunny clime. The cracks 
are appearing. Do it. There is always a place for you here at the 
Institute. One way or the other, leave! Leave now!” 

He replied by sending a card with a laughing jackass. Every 
time you opened the card, the jackass would laugh his head off. 
I am not a spiteful person, but we’ll see who has the last laugh. 
We'll see. 

Undaunted, Icontinued with my increasingly burdensome 
task. There were times when I thought the list of poets was 
endless and I hallucinated once or twice, seeing the names of all 
the poets in the world written on vellum that stretched across 
the Milky Way. 
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Next on my list was the Egyptian poet Ahmed Al-Shahawy. 
As per usual, I picked some lines from the poet’s work, to show 
my familiarity with his genius. 


“Dear Ahmed, 
We have been moved by your lines: 


You filled the sky with your fire 
You overwhelmed the earth with your flood... 


It is obvious to us in the Institute of Lizardry that you are well 
clued in, you know what’s happening and what is about to hap- 
pen, unlike certain people in San Diego with their heads merrily 
in the clouds, if you know what I mean. The Institute will al- 
ways have a welcome for you if you are ever in these parts...” 

His reply was swift and gushingly sincere. “I’m on the next 
plane,” he said. We look forward to his stay, however short or 
prolonged. 

One night I found myself talking in my sleep, repeating these 
lines from Sand, Music by Meena Alexander, over and over and 
over again: 

The wind is blurring our faces 

We do not know who we are or what songs we might sing ... 


I wrote to the Albanian Alma Papamihali and the letter was 
forwarded to her address in Germany: 


“My dear Alma, 
Your poem Migratory Bird shows all the signs that we’ve 
been looking out for in contemporary poetry, the ability 


to metamorphose in times of need: 


.. .1’m going further, flutering about, 
Turning into an eager seagull along the shore... 
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This is good, Alma. We would much prefer, of course, 
if your desires were more reptilian than avian. Would 
you trust us with the further shaping of your desires? I 
am enclosing an abridged version of The Great Book of 
Lizardry. I am sure you will thirst for more after you 
have read it ...” 


No reply. I will get the letter translated into Albanian and 
German and try again. 

Next came the Greek poet, Yiorgos Chouliaras. The letter 
to him was returned, unopened. Somebody had written NOT 
HERE on the envelope. But when I opened the unopened 
envelope, lo and behold I discovered that it had, in fact, been 
opened and in it was the following: 


The most traumatic dispute that ever raged among dogs 
is cynocentrism. Most believe that the world was created 
for them. Look, they argue, how we evolved since our 
ancestors were running in packs in the savannah. We 
went on to secure employment positions in herds, sta- 
bles, and yards, while today we live in houses, we have 
our own doctors and cemeteries, there are special shops 
and food, and we are often designated heirs of those who 
die before us. 


Every morning, we take out for a walk those in a hurry to 
get to their jobs as well as those who would have stayed 
home jobless, were they not to come out with us. So that 
they do not get lost, we pull them by the hand, wearing 
their leash on our neck. They stop wherever we stop and, 
if we drop anything memorable at the point where we 
stood, they immediately pick it up, at least in civilised 
cities, a habit that will eventually become generalised. 
Everywhere you turn there are photographs, images, even 
cult figures in our likeness, for those who venerate us. 
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On the contrary, those who criticise the prevailing view 
claim that it is not possible that everything in this world 
was created for dogs. It is not possible, they say, no mat- 
ter how sweetly they look into our eyes, that they think 
whatever we think. Power and sex is all they have in their 
heads. There have been many studies and experiments, 
which show that their saliva starts to drool the moment 
they hear bells or ring tones. Equally foolish, as you are, 
most among them also believe that the world was made 
for their sake, while they have the impression that every- 
one — even we, just imagine — would think similarly. 


Thus a regular dogfight goes on in academies and re- 
search centres, but also during soirees, organised in vari- 
ous neighbourhoods, one side barking against the other. 
Moreover, these evening engagements are sometimes at- 
tended by those who, pretending to be well trained, man- 
age to get away from positions of responsibility, that is, 
members of the community working with the police or 
next to drug dealers and developers. 


More recently, with tensions rising, some of the critics 
have taken to mocking cynocentrics as anthropomor- 
phic, while their opponents contemptuously describe 
them as cynics. 


Yiorgos Chouliaras, “Dictionary of Memories” 

Translated from the Greek by the author 
What to make of that? Barking mad if you ask me... 

I wrote to the Chinese poet Bei Ling about a line in his poem 
Silence: ‘We watch each other across the wall...’ Yes, Bei. Like 


lizards, yeah? I wrote to the Swedish poet, Boel Schenlaer, 
quoting her line from At the Source, ‘Winters that bring only 
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impotency...’ I told her how I wept at the line, sobbed. She wrote 
back to say that she was weeping too. 

On behalf of the Institute of Lizardy I wrote to the Slovenian 
poet Boris Novak whose line from Discovering the everyday, 
‘I have never had a talent for life’ was surely a call for help. He 
rang me and declined the offer, graciously ... tremblingly. To 
the Italian poet, Claudio Pozzani I wrote that the title of one 
of his poems was enough to say that he was ours already, Seek 
in Yourself the Voice that You Can’t Hear. Also showing much 
potential, we thought, were these lines by the Panamanian poet 
Consuelo T. Fitzgerald: 


What was left of me I had to pick up with one of the spoons 
That dwarves use to gulp down dawn and omens... 


In my previous ape-like existence, had I read such lines, and 
thousand like them, on a daily basis, they would have haunted 
my dreams. But I dream not now, except for the odd butterfly, 
and like the Chinese sage, I’m not quite sure if I’m dreaming the 
butterfly or it is dreaming me. 

Am awaiting replies from so many poets: from Elchin 
Isgenderzadeh in Azerbaijan, from Eleanor Livingstone in 
Scotland, Francis Combes in France, Germain Droogenbroodt 
in Belgium, Giles Goodland in Britain, Rati Saxene in India, a 
Kurdish poet with a hundred pseudonyms. 

When we read Hanane Aad from Lebanon we tried to make 
an extra effort to bring her on our side, especially after studying 
these opening lines of a poem: 


Iam the Eternally Anxious One 
Who will buy me certainty? 


Awaiting a reply from Huges Labrusse from France, Jan 
Wagner, Germany, Johanna Featherstone, Australia, Juliusz 
Erazm Bolek, Poland, Kerry Shawn Keys, Lithuanaia, Laksmi 
Pamuntjak, Indonesia, Maxim Zamshev, Russia. 


63 


LACERTIDAE 


Our eyes shone when we read Maria Elena Blanco from 
Cuba: 


Who am I, you? Who 
are you, I? Or you, are you? 
and Iam I?... 


Not a word from Marta Lopez-Luaces, Spain, not a sigh from 
Mercedes Roffe, Argentina, not a whisper from Milan Richter, 
Slovakia, nothing at all from Miljurko Vukadinovic, Serbia, not 
a moan from Moaen Shlabia, Israel, not a smile from Mohamed 
Miloud, Morocco, not a clue from Odveig Klyve, Norway, not 
a mantra from Profesor Singh, India, zilch from Zeljko Milovic, 
Montenegro... 

One day a Japanese poet phoned the Institute. I think his 
name was Mr Fukuda. Like all calls it was recorded and turned 
out to be so interesting that it was made available on our website. 
The story is called The Story of the Crucified Lizard, or Love 
Conquers All. It is a true story. A man in Japan was renovating 
his house. Most Japanese houses have a hollow space between 
the wooden walls. While tearing down one of the walls what 
did he find inside but a lizard. It was stuck there with a nail 
through its foot. The man carefully examined the nail. There 
was no doubt about it. The lizard had been nailed ten years 
previously when the house was built. 

He looked at the lizard. The lizard blinked. It was still alive! 
The man could not believe his eyes. Impossible, he said to 
himself. Nailed to the wall for ten years, unable to move, still 
alive? He stopped working and decided to observe the lizard. 
Minutes go by. A half an hour. And then ... God knows from 
where, another lizard appears with food in its mouth for the 
nailed lizard. 

And people say that lizardification is an unfeeling path? Now 
you know the truth! 

One day I went for a swim in the sea. I thought I was alone. 
Suddenly this creature appeared from the depths. 

‘Ibn?’ he said. 
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‘What?’ I spat out some brine and some of it landed on his 
bare shoulder. He wasn’t in the least bit offended. 

‘’m Petar Tchouhov, from Bulgaria.’ 

His voice sounded strangely familiar, like that of an elder 
brother I never knew I had, until now. 

‘Who? What are you doing here?’ 

He smiled. ‘Having a swim, like you.’ 

‘T see,’ I retorted. The waves roared about us. 

‘It is difficult to be a lizard. Then again, it is difficult to be 
a poet.’ 

I shuddered. Was it fear? Or pleasure? 

“You are a poet?’ I asked. 

He looked away, towards the evening sun. Then he slowly 
turned his head and looked at me, with a look of steel, and said, 
‘It is also difficult to be a rabbit. As Chesho Puhov said: 


“Tt is easy to be a magician 

But how hard it is to be a rabbit 

You rely on somebody else’s dexterity 
To see the light of day 

To hear the applause 

Addressed to someone else 

And then to disappear again 

In the black 

Bottomless 

Hat” 


And then a great wave swallowed him, just as the sun sank in 
the ocean. 

‘Petar! Petar!’ I cried. 

I never saw him again. I can honestly say that I never met 
anyone like him before. Our encounter lasted no more than a 
minute, but I shall never forget him. Ever. His words, and the 
words he quoted, are branded on my heart — or whatever is left 
of my heart. 
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“Of what use to the monkey its mimicking faculty which 
brings so many of them to grief and occasionally to great bod- 
ily harm and self-destruction; or to a herd of idiotic sheep, in 
blindly following their leader, even if he happens to tumble 
down a precipice? This irrepressible desire, also (of imitating 
their leaders) has led more than one unlucky Darwinist, while 
seeking to prove his favorite hobby, into the most absurdly 
incongruous statements. Thus, our Heckelian friend, Mr. 
Grant Allen, in his work upon the subject under discussion, 
speaks of a certain Indian lizard blessed with three large para- 
sites of different kinds. Each of these three imitates to perfec- 
tion the color of the scales of that part of the body it dwells 
on: the parasite on the stomach of the creature, is yellow like 
its stomach; the second parasite having chosen its abode on 
the back, is as variegated in color as the dorsal scales; while 
the third having selected its hermitage on the lizard’s brown 
head, is almost undistinguishable from it in color. This care- 
ful copy of the respective colors, we are told by Mr. G. Allen, 
is for the purpose of preserving the parasites from the lizard 
itself. But surely this doughty champion of natural selection 
does not mean to tell his public that the lizard can see the 
parasite on its own head!” 


(Transactions of the Blavatsky Lodge, The Theosophy 
Company, Los Angeles, 1923) 


A roving Irishman with an address in St. Petersburg, sent us 
a big box of books, enchanting books such as Lizard Light by 
Penny Harter, who states in her Introduction, “It is time to write 
poems that go beyond the personal ...” If the Institute could get 
a penny for every time we have expressed this notion, we would 
have more than a billion in our account by now. 
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A follower of the notorious Krishnamurphy sent us a most curi- 
ous publication. The title was KRISHNAMURPHY: the 100 
Commandments. It is reproduced here to show the extent of 
utter confusion which reigns in the world today: 


1.Thou shalt not have the hairs of thy nose and ears 
removed. 


2. Thou shalt clip thy toenails once a month and offer 
them to the Moon. 


3. Thou shalt practice navel gazing. 
4, Thou shalt eat neither hot dog nor cold. 


5. Thou shalt not listen to the news or watch the news 


for it is bad. 


6. Thou shalt neither believe nor disbelieve in pie in the 
sky when you die. 


7. Thou shalt not covet thy neighbour’s ass. 
8. Thou shalt not commit adulthood. 
9. Thou shalt shut up. 


10. Thou shalt not do something or other. [Original 
manuscript soiled]. 


11. Thou shalt drink thine own urine without getting 
pissed. 


12. Thou shalt not have stray dogs before me. 


13. Thou shalt tickle thine own fancy. 
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14. Thou shalt switch off. 

15. Thou shalt speak in tongues. 

16. Thou shalt be hung for a sheep as for a lamb. 
17. Thou shalt get fed up every so often. 

18. Thou shalt eat humble pie. 

19. Thou shalt not play golf. 


20. Thou shalt break these commandments only in 
emergency. 


21. Thou shalt learn a dead language. 

22. Thou shalt take a hike. 

23. Thou shalt say, ‘F- cholesterol!’ 

24. Thou shalt go up a mountain and come down again. 
25. Thou shalt loosen up. 


26. Thou shalt inform thy dentist that he is charging too 
much, 


27. Thou shalt write a haiku. 


28. Thou shalt not forgive those who have not trespassed 
against you. 


29. Thou shalt tupp a waitress. [‘Tip,’ surely? Original 
manuscript soiled] 


30. Thou shalt wiggle thy toes. 
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31. Thou shalt break wind. 

32. Thou shalt not write letters to the newspapers. 
33. Thou shalt have visions of ecstasy. 

34. Thou shalt ceaselessly ask, ‘Who am I?’ 

35. Thou shalt consider the lily. 


36. Thou shalt be as an unobserved shooting star in the 
heavens. 


37. Thou shalt not be disappointed. 


38. Thou shalt nibble dried aronia berries from Estonia 
(or fresh ones if you live in Estonia). 


39. Thou shalt blame the government. 


40. Thou shalt organize a Peace March even in times of 
peace. 


41. Thou shalt bury the dead. 

42. Thou shalt not wear make up on Tuesdays. 

43. Thou shalt sing in the rain. 

44, Thou shalt go down to the river to pray. 

45. Thou shalt tell a shaggy dog story. 

46. Thou shalt worship the Sun. 

47. Thou shalt ask thy physician why (s)he hasn’t heard of 


the benefits of pink Himalayan salt. 
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48. Thou shalt count backwards from 100 to zero for six 
weeks before going to sleep to help thee to remember thy 
dreams, thy past lives and so on. 

49, Thou shalt not attend or watch competitive sports. 
50. Thou shalt not fall out of love. 

51. Thou shalt not act thy age. 


52. Thou shalt perform morning and evening ablutions 
with an empty mind. 


53. Thou shalt wink as an owl. 
54. Thou shalt watch the sun go down. 


55. Thou shalt keep thy brain in good order with the 
wonder herb known as brahmi. 


56. Thou shalt wonder what it’s all about. 
57. Thou shalt sh —in the woods. 


58. Thou shalt tread softly because thou treadest on my 
dreams. 


59. Thou shalt not put a ferret down thy trousers. 

60. Thou shalt show some respect for creepie crawlies. 
61. Thous shalt not crush thine enemies. 

62. Thou shalt love thy enema. 


63. Thou shalt not ask for whom the bell tolls. 


7O 


GABRIEL ROSENSTOCK 


64. Thou shalt not ride to hounds. 

65. Thou shalt not put up with it for one second more. 
66. Thou shalt listen to the wind. 

67. Thou shalt keep thy chin up (within reason). 

68. Thou shalt not have a finger in every pie. 

69. Thou shalt save the whale. 

70. Thou shalt see into the heart of things. 


71. Thou shalt not know which side of thy bread is 
buttered. 


72. Thou shalt wolf-whistle at the sight of someone who 
is conspicuously plain. 


73. Thou shalt weep salt tears. 

74. Thou shalt do whatever it is thou doest. 
75. Thou shalt not smirk. 

76. Thou shalt leave the thinking to others. 
77. Thou shalt do little. 

78. Thou shalt get up and watch the dawn. 
79. Thou shalt not half-choke on a pretzel. 
80. Thou shalt have a laugh. 


81. Thou shalt hammer thy sword into a ploughshare. 
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82. Thou shalt smell a rat. 99. Thou shalt start all over again. 
83. Thou shalt gird up thy loins. 100. Thou — it’s all about thee, isn’t it? 
84. Thou shalt wait until the cows come home. 


85. Thou shalt wear 100% pure cotton underwear or 
none at all. 


86. Thou shall cast thy pearls before the swine. 

87. Thou shalt get there eventually. 

88. Thou shalt lie with dogs and get up with fleas. 

89. Thou shalt say to any impudent dog who questions 
these commandments, ‘Aquila non copit murem’, mean- 
ing ‘The eagle does not hunt the mouse’. 

90. Thou shalt believe in all sorts of things. 

91. Thou shalt go to thy grave none the wiser. 

92. Thou shalt not even think about it. 

93. Thou shalt have one for the road. 

94. Thou shalt forget something. 

95. Thou shalt run amok on Mondays. 

96. Thou shalt not remember any of this. 


97. Thou shalt not know what is bugging thee. 


98. Thou shalt be relieved when it’s all over. 
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“A lizard will not invade another lizard’s territory. Why 


is that? Because it has its own territory.” 


The Great Book of Lizardry 


A month went by and then another. We were never left short 
of anything. Plenty of flies, moths, butterflys, crickets, and the 
rest. Regimentation to beat the band. We swapped sexual part- 
ners every weekend; after all, no two tongues differ that greatly 
from each other; at the same time, we were doing our bit in 
relation to the overpopulation of the world. On average, I could 
provide an orgasmos for my bed-mate at least twenty or thirty 
times, something I would never have managed before, in the 
traditional manner — in the time prior to my enlightenment. 

I was destined, however, for abject failure, shame and banishment. 
The words of Ibn Al Fukhari were the cause of my downfall — so 
I was told. I had incubated his words too well, those syllables of 
chaos. Some fine day, the Institute of Lizardry would invent a 
method of wiping out the words of Fukhari, exterminating them 
completely — from the roots up. He is nothing but an anarchist, 
amusing himself with verbiage. How could I have once treasured 
his every word more dearly than my own breath? 

This is what happened: the Chief Psychiatrist ran into me one 
afternoon as he left his office. 

“How’s my wife these days?” I asked him. 
He went pale, a face that was already fairly pasty and pallid- 
looking as it was. What had I said? I had simply enquired about my 
wife? Why? Because I hadn’t thought about her for a long time. 
“Your wife, is it?” He stared at me intently for a moment. 
“She’s on the white pills all the time.” 
“The white pills? What for?” A feeling not unlike anger or 
feistiness was welling up inside me, a sensation which I hadn’t 
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felt for some time, stirring somewhere in my innards again. I 
found it quite pleasurable. 

“You know...” he says. I looked intently at him, stared at 
him right between the two eyes. 

“No, I don’t know,” I said. 

“Do you not?” 

An alarm went off at that moment and two nurses appeared 
out of nowhere. They grabbed a hold of me and carted me off 
to the infirmary. 


As Ibn Al Fukhari said: 


“The brain gets into a knot. 

Have you noticed? 

If not you have a problem. 

We seek ways of undoing the knot: 
drink, tranquilisers 

orgasms in the virtual reality chamber 
with our screen idols, 

fast-lane, slow-lane, 

psychotherapy, aromatherapy, 

a walk in the woods. 

There are a million recipes 

for this knot, 

including auto-suggestion, 
behavioural therapy, 

so-called reality therapy, 

rebirthing, 

genetic lizardification 

and what-knot. 

Some go into an artificially induced sleep 
for a fortnight. 

All of these things may, or may not, 
relieve tension, undo the what-not. 

I have no answer. 

I have not been feeling well of late. . . 
Must be something in the water.” 
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This Chief Pathologist was already there, a needle in his hand. 
He had an injection ready for me. 

“Regression is it?” he says. He shoved the needle into one of 
my veins. 

“This will leave a bruise,” he muttered. 

I don’t know how long I was unconscious, or what kind 
of tests they did on me. A few days? A squint at the catscan 
of my brain when I woke showed that they’d monitored my 
nightmares for forty hours in total. I refused point-blank to eat 
the moth-soup they offered me. 

“What happened?” I asked, helplessly. 

“Regression. Your case happens to one in a million — or one 
in a hundred million even...” 

“Sorry?” 

The Chief Pathologist straightened up. 

“You'll never be the same as you were when you first came 
in here. Neither will you ever be the same as the rest of us 
either. You’re somewhere in the middle now. Would you like an 
earwig? No? I see. Well, we’re going to let you out. Get dressed! 
There’s a taxi waiting outside.” 

I dressed. 

The Chief Executive came to see me off but before I opened 
the door of the taxi, I turned to him and said: 

“T have one small question for you before I go. Who am I 
exactly?” 

He lit a cigar. The smoke curled up, almost hiding his 
expressionless eyes. 

“It doesn’t matter,” he said. “Even if I told you, it wouldn’t 
mean anything to you.” 

“All the same... please?” I pleaded with him. 

“The scanner says that you are Ibn Al Fukhari.” He turned 
on his heels. 

I called after him. “Who? I can’t be! I’ve never heard of 
him!” 

They had phoned my wife in advance. She was waiting for 
me when I arrived home. 
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“There’s something in the water,” was the first thing I said 
to her. 

“You'll have a cup of tea?” she asked as she put on the kettle. 
I fell to my knees and licked her ankles. 

“Ibn, you devil!” she says turning her back on me. 

“What’s with you and this Ibn guy?” says I, putting on a 
display of head-bobbing. 

She watched for a while then shuddered, in the manner of a 
sagebrush lizard. 

I did twenty rapid pushups before running my tongue along 
her calves, up as far as her thighs but when she turned around 
and saw the length of my tongue, she freaked out completely. 
She roared like a dinosaur and fled the scene, shouting blue 
murder. I haven’t laid eyes on her since. 

I knew then what had to be done. I had to start on the novel 
immediately, that great A to Z of all the feelings I had lost 
forever. 
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The lizard you may grasp with the hands, 
Yet it is in kings’ palaces. 


Book of Proverbs 
30. 28 


I wrote the novel in 24 hours flat, all 100,000 words of it, with- 
out blinking an eye. Time expanded and contracted for me at 
will. I was playing time like an accordion. Pookeen’s ghost was 
there for me all the while. When I had written the last word I 
blinked and fell asleep for about thirty hours, during which deep 
slumber Pookeen admonished me over and over again: ‘Leave it 
in Irish. Don’t have it translated.’ He was probably right. Here 
is the A chapter then, for those who have the ancient tongue; 
all about ankles, alcohol, adultery, apes, the alphabet, Adam, 
angels, acid, adrenaline, aspirin, angina, the Anti-Christ, am- 
nesia, apoplexy, the albatross around my neck and such things: 


“Ababa! dhuisis. duiseacht nua. diiseacht Ab Adsurdum. 
laimh leat bhi Abacas, thosais Ag comhaireamh na soicindi 6 
dhuisis. 

Abair nar tharla sé in Aon chor. gur i dtamhnéal A bhis, gur 
fhanais san Abar sin go deo. gan Atreord. gan Aturnae. gan 
Achttire. .. gan Ard-Aighne. gan Ardeaspag. 

is geall le bheith Ag triall Abhaile den chéad uair é. is 
geall le hAbhann na beatha A Aimsit. seol leat Anois ar 
Abhainnmhachnamh Ama. bi i d’Amhl6ir Ama. Amarach. 
Amanathar. Ad Astra, téigh d’Abhlog thar Am. na lig don Am 
Abhrut ionat na Abhri Ann féin. ni hAnn d’Absaloidi Abhus. 

na fill Ar Acadamh An tsuain. ni Acalaf A thuilleadh tha. 
d’Altoir Ar lar. gan Athghairm. 
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téigh in Achrann leis An scéal, d’Acht is d’Airithe, gan Achoimre. 
bi Aclai. Acmhainneach. 

san Acomhal Aigne gheobhair Aris do mbhian is 
d@’Athchraiceann. Adamh tht, is Adhamh. Adhain d’Eabha 
Aris ionat. . . go n-éiri Adh leat. 

bhis i d’Adhaltrach. id’Adharcachan, gan Aon Ago. rud A 
chuirfeadh Adhascaid ort Ar ball Ainneoin gach “Aiféis!” uait. 
bhis Ar Adhastar Aici. sheinn tu uirthi mar Adhbh cheoil. Aris is 
Aris eile. 

is cuimhin leat mar A thdinis Aniar Aduaidh uirthi. in Ait 
Aduain. dil na nAe Agat inti. is As sin Amach mar a bheadh 
Adhbha sionnach Agaibh Ann. Aoibhinn. Aermaiocht. 

ach leagais Adhmad uirthi is ise mar An gcéanna ortsa. faoi 
mar A theastaigh Adhmhilleadh uaibh Araon. mar narbh 
Ann nios mo don Adhnua? mar gur Adhair Tu An iomarca {? 
Admhaigh é. bhis Adhlactha inti Agus ise ionatsa. Aimnéise. 

d’Aimsis Aibhléis inti Agus Aibhléis ionatsa trithi. Adhfhuaire. 
Adhnadh Aibhleog. Arbh é An tAibhirseoir A d’Adhain? 

ma bhi si 6g, bhi sf Aibi. mhuinis gan dua di Aibitir na drtise. 
tholg sf mar Aicid i. Arsanaic. niorbh aon Aingeal {. 

bhi sf ionmhain Ailghean, nuair b’Ail léi. (tugtha don Afrasc 
uaireanta, Amh, don Aibéil chainte). is fos Ailfosach. An 
meascan Ailceimiceach tid a tharraing chuici ti. cad is Ailleacht 
Ann? 

bhain Ailleacht le gach Alt léi, A leathadh mar Ailse. ba Aiste 
Ailtireachta {, b’Aimhleas d’Anama d’fhag Aimhneartach thi, 
in Aimhréidh. 6 shin is Ainmhi Ainbhiosach ti. Ainbheithioch. 
phogfa A hAinbhlinn. 

nd biodh Aincheas ort faoi sin: Aineas bun Agus barr 
d’Aineagna. Ainic d’Anam, A Ainchriost! Ainleofar tha ach 
glaoch Air, As A Ainm. Amadan! Albatras! Alfraits! Apa! thug 
si Afocht duit - d’Aintiarna, d’Ainspiorad! — Agus f Aineolach 
Ar mhéid d’Airce, gan Aird Agat Ar Aon ni Ach dul in Airde 
uirthi. Aire dhuit! ta An bas d’Airithe Ag gach duine. . . ofche 
Airneain, go hAmhscarthanach. Ar Ais Aris! Ar Ais, Arsa 
d’Ainsin! Aidreanailin. Ainriochtach, Alpach. 
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b’Aisling, Aiséirithe. b’Aiteall. An tAiteann idir A dha 
ceathrtin, A chuireadh Aiteas ort. Aivé! Aivé! Aivé! b’Alainn! 
Athscinmeacht. thugais Aladh uirthi. An Arraing. 
Adhascaid. .. Aispirin uaim. Aingine. Athbhuille. 

Allagar Ard Alcoélach, in bhur nAllaiti Allais. Artabhail 
Arsa. Asarlaiocht. Amharc! Alt A coise, Alt A huillinne, Alt 
A gliine, Alt A gualainne, Alt A murnain Ar Altoir. Arécar! 
olaim A hAmhaisc. go deireadh Anala. Ainfheoil. Aineolas. 
Ainriocht. 

ba i d’Ancaire i, oiche Anfa. Anuas. Anjos. Aréir. Antoil 
na colainne go hAntoisceach. Aoibh uirthi. Ag deifrid ina 
hAraicis, A hAolchneas dod Aoibhnid. Aidhe! d’Aran oichi. 
Aisti. Aithri. 

A hArasan. Aras An uachtair. Aras An Armacais. 
binnchlingeadh A hArmidir Ag titim di. Athas. Athan. 
Athaimsid. Ateacht. Atharmail. . . “ 


And so on through the alphabet, grindingly, until ending with 


(what else) a torrent of zoomorphous imagery, a murder scene 
and the role of forensic entomology in solving the murder case. 
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Now I wander the world endlessly in search of life’s shattered 
fragments — in the absence of fear, in the absence of hope, in 
the absence of desire, in the absence of ambition, in the ab- 
sence of passion. That which falls from the sky. God’s Love 
pulsing through the ozone layer, the universal love that fans out 
plague-like across the entire world. Without so much as a roar. 
Learning how to how! softly at stars. 

Butterflys come and go, quietly and in accordance with 
their season. Wondrous the density of life that is beneath the 
rocks, the centipede, the millipede, the spectacle that greets you 
when you turn them over and they lie on their back. Upside- 
down, they dance in that great tremor of expectation and fear. 
Only my tongue can soothe their movements. Ulitimately, 
there is nothing more beautiful or miraculous than the gift of 
camouflage. Camouflage allows you to climb when the notion 
comes upon you — climb the walls of the Central Bank or loiter 
in the Garden of Remembrance unknown to the world. You 
can lie upon those dolmens known as Diarmaid and Grdainne’s 
bed and listen to the sighs of the ancient lovers or — invisible to 
all— shin up the walls of the Institute of Lizardry. Anytime I find 
myself in the vicinity of that particular building, I make sure to 
shit on its roof. 

One night I went out to play — if play is the right word — 
in a sandpit. Hopping and jumping about. The slippy sand 
treacherous beneath my feet. So soft in places that it could 
swallow you up. It was the chatter of some bird or other that 
woke me from my slumber in the morning. I looked around me 
and took in the terrible destruction I had caused to that edifice 
of sand during the night. What possessed me to spend the night 
in a place like that, I said aloud to myself. Anophelia? What is 
anophelia? 
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I sensed that there would be even stranger places where I 
would stretch myself in days and nights to come. My arrival was 
expected any day now in this other place. They were waiting 
for me. 


dew on the blackthorn 
cold and clear 
the first ray of dawn 


the lady fern 
leads me 
astray 


I once came across a hoatzin, 

a tropical bird, 

it smells. 

It wouldn’t be a hoatzin 

if it didn’t smell. 

In my wanderings in the Far East 

I never once used soap 

or deodorant. 

Now that I’m exiled in the West 

I see nothing but soap 

and I fear it may be only 

the tip of the soapberg. 

Deodorants have gone ozone-friendly 
and dolphin-friendly for all I know 

In an attempt to woo 

the likes of me. 

The more vigorously you polish the glass 
the more static is produced to attract dust. 
Scruffiness I do not recommend 

(though it, too, has its place 

in the scheme of things) 

but whoever said ‘Cleanliness is next to godliness’ 
knew something of the former 

nothing of the latter. 
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Godliness is not sterile: 
God is loam and desert, too, 
consisting of billions of microbes. 


To go through life, to plod blindly, 
without ever having seen fresh camel-dung 
or felt its texture is to have lived a sanitised existence. 
Artificial smells in automobiles 
air-freshners in bathrooms 

spray under the arms! 

mouthsprays! 

sprays for the genitals 

sprays for Jews and Gentiles, 

Christian sprays 

Pagan sprays 

Dorian Grays. 

Is it an unconscious fear of the Plague? 
We need germs 

for the sake of our immune system. 

At least once a year every man, 

woman and child should evacuate their bowels in the open air. 
I have seen Native American women 

sit naked 

crouched on mossy ground 

allowing their blood to seep back 

into the earth. 

Oh, holy ground! 


I’m usually sunning myself on a rock, stretched out on a ledge, 
hunkered down on a cliff-face, relaxing and rapt in thought, 
in the cool shadows of a dip in the ground; I could be darting 
beneath the dolmens or asleep underneath an engraved head- 
stone. Sometimes I wake beneath a crumbling stone wall and 
the sheep and the goats look at me nonplussed, some irrelevant 
thing they have just happened to come across. Or a daddy-long- 
legs. A snail. 
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Peace, the peace that is found within a stone, the logan stone, 
the rocking stone, the clach-brath, remnant of Atlantis, that 
peace is in my heart, now and forever. 


END 


GABRIEL ROSENSTOCKX is a poet, haikuist and novelist, author/ 
translator of over 150 books, mostly in Irish (Gaelic). 


84 


